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L E T T E R S ,
&c.
L E T T E R  X.
Morat, Canton de Friburg, 15 milesfrom  
Bern, M onday, August 25, 1823*
MY DEAREST SISTER,
A t  length we have left Bern, 
eighteen days after we first came to it. W e 
have been driving to-day through a sweet coun­
try, though of necessity less striking than the 
Oberland, which still captivates my imagination. 
On reflection, I feel more and more gratified 
at having had health and strength to visit it. 
The Jungfrau, the Avalanches, the Giessbaclt, 
the Glacier of the Rhone, and the valley of 
the Reuss, seem quite to fill and overwhelm
VOL. II .  B
my mind. Even the Righi, bad as the weather 
was, has left a strong impression on my recol­
lection. Next to a perfectly clear day, I con­
ceive nothing could have been finer than the 
beholding the tremendous storm gathering in 
the horizon, hours before it burst upon us, 
contrasted with the sweet sunshine on the 
opposite side. I must tell you, that good old 
M. Wittenbach called on us before we left 
Bern, and gave us his blessing ; and that three 
young ladies out of our congregation yester­
day, seemed extremely affected with the dis­
course ; they spoke to us this morning with 
evident interest and anxiety. I t  is, perhaps, 
hardly worth adding, that the arms of Bern 
is a bear ; and two of these animals are kept 
in the fosse, and are so accustomed to be fed 
by visitants, that they rear up like dogs, to 
catch the cakes thrown down to them ; for the 
fosse is thirty or forty feet deep. Bern has 
eighteen thousand inhabitants. The founder 
of the town, a Duke of Zcehringen, is repre­
sented over one of the gates, in a colossal form, 
twenty feet or more high, In all these towns
and Cantons, the walks and varied beauties of 
nature are opened to the public, and you are 
sure to find shady paths and convenient seats 
for your repose ; nothing is usurped as of pri­
vate use. At Lucern all the dogs in the town, 
however, are secured with muzzles of brass 
or iron, placed loosely over the mouth ; no­
thing could be more curious, than to meet ten 
or twelve of these poor animals in every street, 
thus unreasonably, as it should seem, deprived 
of liberty. Morat, where we now are dining, 
is beautifully situated on the lake of Morat : it 
is one thousand four hundred and sixty feet 
above the sea, and has a thousand inhabitants. 
It is celebrated for one of those great battles, 
by which the small number of Swiss heroes 
overcame France and Austria, and established 
their independence. The battle of Morat was 
fought June 22, 1476, against Charles, Duke 
of Burgogne. The lake is only six miles long 
and two broad, but abounds in a fish called 
sabet, said to be the largest of all the fresh 
water kinds. W e have had a fearfully hot
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ride of four hours and a half. This is the 
fourth fine day we have had in succession.
Payenne, Canton de Vaud, half-past nine, 
Monday N ight.—We left Morat at half-past* 
six, and soon came to the spot where the 
battle of Morat was fought. A building for­
merly stood there, containing the bones of those 
who fell : this was destroyed by the French in 
1798. A new and simple column was erected 
last year, with this inscription, “ Victoriam, 
22 Jun. 1476, patrum concordia partam, novo 
signât lapide Republica Fribourg, 1822.” “ The 
victory obtained by the union of their fore­
fathers, 22d June, 1476, is marked with a new 
column by the Republic of Fribourg, 1822” 
—a simple 'and sublime record ! About half­
past seven, we passed through Avenches, the 
ancient Aventinum, destroyed by Attila in the 
fifth century. W e saw the ruins of the Roman 
tower, walls, amphitheatre, and drove for a 
mile over what once constituted Aventinum. 
Thus the glory of cities passes away ! An in-
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considerable village is all that now remains of 
what was once a capital city of Helvetia.
Moudon, Tuesday Morning, August 26.— 
We set off this morning at half-past eight. 
Nothing convinces me more of the improved 
health of my dear Ann, than that she bore the 
heat of yesterday with very little fatigue. Be­
fore breakfast, we went to see the church of 
Payenne, where there is a tomb of Queen Ber­
tha; and a curious saddle which she used, 
made of wood cased with iron, and with a high 
framework, like a child’s go-cart, so as to de­
fend and fix the whole body. W e are now at 
a small town called Moudon, twelve miles from 
Payenne—one thousand four hundred souls— 
built by the Romans on the Broie river, which 
joins the lakes of Morat and Neufchâtel. The 
country here is much more tame than in the 
Oberland (indeed you must expect dull letters 
after the wonders of the Alps), but still sweet, 
fruitful, variegated, agreeable, 
r Now let me answer your inquiries about the 
beds in the Pays Bas and Germany : 1st. W e
were in danger of rolling out, from the inclined, 
shelving form of the high, thick, awkward, tre­
bled mattresses; the beds inclined both from 
one side to the other, and from the head to the 
foot. 2A. I f  you kept in bed, then you were in 
danger of losing all the scanty clothes at once, 
by the slightest change of position. 3d. I f  you 
laid hold of the clothes to prevent this, then 
you infallibly uncovered your feet; and in 
rising to adjust the clothes, the whole bed be­
came deranged. 4th. When other things were 
settled, you had to search about with your 
hands in the straw of the mattresses, and push 
down some of the principal bumps as well as 
you could. 5th. The curtains being suspended 
on a ring or hoop, from the top of the room 
(the beds having no posts) you were in danger 
of pulling down the whole canopy upon you, 
if you drew the curtains round you. 6th. All 
these dangers being over, you were exposed 
every minute, till the house was quiet, to per­
sons of all descriptions coming into your room ; 
for the lock would sometimes not turn, and you 
had no bolts. Then, 7th. The servants knew
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not one word of French ; and, lastly, the beds 
themselves were so small, and so beset with 
hard wooden sides and ends, that you were 
infallibly exposed to injuring your hands, or 
arms, or head, by violent blows. Now we are 
in Switzerland, the beds are generally better.
Lausanne, Capital o f Pays de Vaud, Tues­
day Night W e arrived here at eight o’clock.
The ride of twelve miles was fine and beautiful. 
We crossed Mount Jurat, two thousand seven 
hundred and seventy feet above the sea. The 
mountains on the other side of the Lake of 
Geneva were clearly visible ; but Mount Blanc 
(the great popular curiosity of Switzerland) 
was obscured with clouds. As we approached 
Lausanne, the lake and adjoining country 
opened beautifully before us. The peasants 
have here a new variety of bonnets—a straw 
one, rising above the head in turrets, and 
ending in a sort of handle at top, something 
like a bell. Lausanne is a town of eleven 
thousand souls; Protestant; one thousand six 
hundred and eighty feet above the sea. It is
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situated on three hills with their intermediate 
valleys, so that many of the streets are steep. 
I t is filled with voituriers and carnages of all 
sorts, and claims a kind of privilege of fur­
nishing travellers, who commonly enter Swit­
zerland by way of France, for their Swiss tour 
in the summer and their Italian in the winter. 
The Lake of Lausanne or Geneva, on which 
it stands, is the largest in Switzerland, after 
that of Constance. It is above forty miles 
long and ten broad ; forty small rivers, besides 
the Rhone, fall into it ; Geneva is on the other 
side of it. A steam-boat has just begun to sail 
in it, for the first time in Switzerland. W e heard 
yesterday and to-day of the effects of the dread­
ful storm on Wednesday night, when we were 
on the Righi : seven houses and some heads of 
cattle were destroyed. What thanks do we 
owe for preservation ! One stroke of lightning 
might have summoned the crowded guests of 
our inn, and us amongst them, to their eternal 
account! You have no idea, in England, of 
the storms in these warmer climates,
Lausanne, Wednesday, three o'clock.—We 
have taken lodgings for a month, with liberty to 
quit at a fortnight. A kind excellent Swiss friend, 
whom we knew in London, has been indefati­
gable for our comfort. W e have a suite of four 
rooms on the first floor, looking full on the fine 
Lake of Geneva ; a sitting room about twenty- 
five feet square ; three bed-rooms, and a cabinet ; 
all neat, and even elegant ; with an approach 
through a gateway and a yard, from the main 
street ; so that we have the most exquisite view 
imaginable on one side, and all the comforts of 
a town on the other. We have a nice little 
garden, to which we descend from our parlour ; 
from this we look down upon a sweet garden 
belonging to another house ; from which, the 
vineyards begin still lower down the hill, and 
these vineyards extend to the lake itself. We 
pay two hundred and forty francs a month, 
about two pounds ten shillings per week.
Thursday, six o'clock Morning, August 28.
■—Lausanne is by no means a fine town in 
itself, but is most beautifully situated. It stands
above five hundred feet above the lake, and is 
a fine object from a distance. There are charm­
ing walks just out of the town on one of the 
hills, commanding a view of the lake, and of a 
part of the town, which stands upon a second 
and nearly parallel hill. The intermediate 
valley is filled with vines. Noble trees and 
seats increase the pleasure of the promenade. 
The Panorama in London gives an accurate 
and pleasing view of the entrance of the town 
from Geneva. In the evening, the dear chil­
dren and I  spent all the time in our sweet little 
garden, or rather terrace, for we have a wall 
and iron railing which supports the ground of 
which it is composed ; and this railing prevents 
our falling down thirty or forty feet into the 
next terrace-garden, which is immediately be­
low us towards the lake. I t is now six in the 
morning : the three windows of our saloon are 
open ; the sun is mounting over the hills on 
the other side of the lake, and shedding a 
lovely tint on every object. Our kind fellow- 
traveller and my eldest son are going with me, 
in a car, to Geneva (thirty miles), that I may
lose not a moment in seeing after the transla­
tion of Scott. You know that I have been 
sometime engaged in assisting to have his 
admirable practical comment on the Scrip­
tures translated into French. The whole body 
of French Protestant Theology affords no one 
plain, spiritual, solid exposition of the Holy Scrip­
tures. With immense difficulty, I  have found 
a translator well skilled in English, accustomed 
to literary occupation, master of a good style, 
and of the same sentiments with my author. 
He has nearly translated the Gospel of St. 
Matthew. The warm approbation of the de­
sign from all quarters exceedingly encourages 
me to go on; and the tendency to error and 
excess amongst some pious persons here, makes 
it more and more important. Still I feel a 
great doubt whether so large a work will suc­
ceed in the present state of things on the Con­
tinent. May God order, direct, and bless ! I 
approach Geneva with feelings of peculiar 
veneration. The name of Calvin stands high 
amongst the Reformers, Divines, and Scholars 
of the sixteenth century. There is no man to
whom I owe so much as a commentator. The 
reproaches cast so liberally on what is called 
Calvinism in England arc, for the most part, 
either the effect of pure ignorance, or of dis­
like to spiritual religion—as moderate men of 
all parties now agree in allowing. The excesses 
and daring spirit of too many modern religion­
ists have no warrant in the writings of Calvin. 
A more sober, practical, holy writer, generally 
speaking, does not exist. There was, un­
doubtedly, something harsh in his character ; 
lie carried his acuteness too far in his system 
of divinity, so as to overstep, in my judgment, 
the exact moderation of the Sacred Writings ; 
and in his scheme of church government, he 
followed, not the Episcopalian, but the Presby­
terian model. But, after all these deductions, 
he was amongst the very first men of his own 
or any other age ; and the objections raised 
against his writings in modern times might be 
as well raised against what the Scriptures state 
of the fall of man, of salvation by grace, of 
justification by faith, of regeneration by the 
Holy Spirit, and of holy obedience as the fruit
of love *. In fact, true religion is ever opposed 
by the pride and sensuality of fallen man ; and 
this opposition sometimes assumes one disguise 
and sometimes another.—But I am interrupted.
Nyon, on the road to Geneva, 21 miles, one 
o'clock, Thursday.—W e are sitting in a garden 
at a most beautiful spot on the Lake, which, 
with its deep blue waters, is rippling before us.
W e set off in our car at seven this morning, 
my son driving, and my friend and I going in­
side. The day is hot, but beautiful. W e have 
driven most of the way through vineyards, 
which have little or no fence to them. The 
grapes are now large, and in some few spots ' 
ripe ; but the vintage will not take place for a 
month. W e passed through Morges and Rolle, 
two lovely towns, situated each on a bay of the 
Lake, and affording, as you approached them, 
a charming view. All here is fertility, industry, 
and fruitfulness. This Lake of Geneva is di­
versified by perpetual bays, towns, chateaux, 
vineyards, orchards, country-houses. I observe,
* See first note at end of this letter.
in the towns, that the shopkeepers, in their 
signs, give not merely a single figure, as in 
England ; as of a man, a boot, a bottle, a hat, 
&c. ; but a long board filled with all the figures 
of different sorts of boots, bottles, hats, which 
they happen to sell ; so that you have quite an 
historical painting, in wretched style of course. 
About six miles before we came to Geneva we 
passed through the beautiful village of Coppet, 
celebrated as the residence of M. Neckar and 
of his still more distinguished daughter, Ma­
dame de Staël. I  much wished to have called 
at the château, to which I  had been invited by 
the present possessor, the Baron de Staël ; but 
I  found it to be impossible. You will be 
charmed to hear that the Baron with his 
noble and amiable sister, are blessings to the 
neighbourhood. Their benevolence and piety 
are such, that they acquaint themselves with 
the circumstances of all the poor families 
around them, and administer relief to their 
bodies and minds. I t  is quite delightful to 
think that the descendants of one of the most 
able statesmen of France and of certainly the 
most brilliant writer of her age, should be de-
voting all their talents to the diffusion of the 
truest philosophy, the illumination and moral 
elevation of their fellow-creatures by the know­
ledge of the Holy Scriptures, and of the blessings 
of real Christianity as purchased by our -Lord 
and Saviour. I t  was with extreme regret I 
found myself unable even to make a short stay 
in this attractive spot.
Geneva, Thursday Night, nine o'clock.—We 
arrived here about six, after a very hot, dusty, 
disagreeable journey in point of fatigue; our 
little low car placed us, as we approached the 
city, in the midst of the dust ; and we met a con­
tinued succession of carriages. The country 
continued sweet and beautiful. The view of 
the Cathedral, and other buildings of the city, 
from the hill, is very fine, chiefly from the cir­
cumstance of its being placed at the extremity 
of the Lake, just where its waters flow out and 
form the Rhone. This noble river, which I  
saw springing from the glacier, between the 
Grimsel and the Furca, and which was then a 
stream of mere turbid snow-water, enters the
Lake of Geneva at Boverat, nearly of the same 
muddy white colour ; but when it flows out 
here and enters France, it is of the clearest 
deep blue colour, with all its bed pure to the 
bottom. I t seems to me nearly as wide as the 
Thames at London. Geneva contains twenty- 
five thousand souls, in about one thousand 
houses, which gives a much larger proportion 
for each house than any other place I am ac­
quainted with. The houses are accordingly 
very high—five or six stories. Many of the 
streets have a peculiarly awkward appearance 
from the roofs at this extreme height jutting 
out over the streets ten or twelve feet, and being 
propped up by poles or wooden pillars fixed 
on the ground below, and then secured mid­
way by cross-beams. Nothing can be so awk­
ward ; and what increases it is, that Small rows 
of shops run opposite the houses between the 
foot-way and the street itself. I t  resembles 
somewhat our ancient city of Chester. The 
town is famed for education, talent, industry, 
and commerce. Watch-making is particularly 
followed. Numbers of English are here, and
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in the neighbouring villages, and country- 
houses. The Rhone flows through the city 
in two or three large streams from the Lake ; 
convenient bridges are thrown over it. At 
the table d’hôte at supper, we had the mor­
tification to find that the new steam-vessel 
sailed from Lausanne to-day, and brought 
nearly one hundred passengers, without heat, 
dust, &c., in six hours, what took us nearly 
twelve ; nay, that the air was so fresh on the 
Lake, that many persons put on their great­
coats. W e were the more vexed because we 
had inquired about the boat, and were misin­
formed. The fact is, this steam-boat is so 
violently opposed by voituriers and innkeepers’ 
servants, that there is no learning the truth 
concerning it. It is a ten or twelve horse­
power built by a Scotch engineer, with a crew 
of Italians ; burns wood ; goes the tour of 
the towns on the Lake once a week ; and an­
swers uncommonly well, having fifty or sixty 
passengers most days. I wrote a note to my 
translator last night, and am to see him this 
morning.
v o l . i r .  c
24 DEATH OF MISSIONARIES.
Friday Morning, seven o’clock.—I am now 
writing in my room at my inn at Geneva, five 
stories high, with three windows overlooking 
the Rhone and the Lake, and a view of the 
town and rising hills on the opposite shore. 
This height is the only thing which lifts us 
out of the smells, closeness, and heat of the 
streets at this hot season : and therefore we 
ascend our eighty stairs, and cross the eight 
landing-places, contentedly.
Friday, half-past nine.—I have sent to the 
post and received your welcome letter of July 
the twenty-ninth; many, many thanks for all 
your intelligence. I have written a note to Co­
logne to recover your first. Give my kindest 
love to our friends of the Church Missionary 
Society ; tell them to be of good cheer, in the 
name of the Lord ; these sad deaths amongst the 
Missionaries, of which your letter gave me the 
account, are the way to life. Johnson and Pal­
mer are names dear to the churches of Africa. 
The stroke is heavy, and was meant to be felt ; 
but may the good Lord sanctify, support, over-
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rule, comfort ! The more my own health has 
failed, the more do I  learn to feel for my friends 
in England under losses and sufferings. I  am 
myself indeed wonderfully better : I  eat, sleep, 
and bear fatigue well ; still I  am not without 
feelings of weakness at times. The news has 
just arrived here, that the Pope is dead, at the 
age of eighty-two or eighty-three. There is said 
to be a current prophecy at Rome that what­
ever Pope shall reign twenty-four years, he will 
be the last. This Pope has reigned nearly 
twenty-four years : Would to God he maybe 
the last ! I  do not understand how our English 
ministers of state could unite in replacing the 
Papal throne in 1814. I think Burleigh, and 
the other ministers of Queen Elizabeth, would 
never have done it.
One o’clock.—I have been three or four hours 
with my chief translator. He is evidently 
an amiable, pious, sensible, scholar-like young 
man; but dejected, feeble in health, and of 
a tender, and perhaps somewhat scrupulous, 
mind. St. Matthew is translated in the rough,
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and part of it is copied. I have been able to 
contradict a report which has been prevalent 
here, that I was actually dead. My friends 
were solemnly assured of the fact the other 
day ; I believe they are now convinced that the 
report was premature.
Lausanne, Saturday, August 30.—I spent 
the evening, yesterday, with my translator at 
Geneva; saw what lie had done in the transla­
tion, and fixed a meeting with some friends on 
the same business for next week. I met in the 
course of the evening several persons of much 
piety and tenderness of spirit. I walked also 
about many parts of the city, which is sur­
rounded with a beautiful country. A new 
wooden bridge, suspended by iron wires, twisted 
together like cords, and carried over three stone 
gates or arches, is very curious. It leads across 
the fortifications and fosse to a lovely point 
for seeing Mont Blanc, which, however, the 
cloudy weather forbad us to behold. In the 
evening my friend and companion, with my son, 
drove out to F erney, where Voltaire lived. The
portraits of Milton and Sir Isaac Newton are 
in his room ; his tomb was destroyed by the 
Austrians ; he ordered a bust to be erected 
at Ferney, fifty years after his death—-1828. 
This morning at six, my friend and I returned 
to Lausanne, in the steam-boat, leaving my 
son to drive home the car. Instead of eleven 
hours of sun, dust, and fatigue, we had six 
hours of cool, agreeable, tranquil passage over 
the Lake. W e reached Lausanne at twelve 
o'clock ; and I found my dear family all well, 
and most happy in their nice lodgings. The 
lieat is very great. The Swiss say, each such 
day is a ton of gold, in ripening the vintage. 
In the evening I walked with my old Lausanne 
friend to a beautiful hill, called The Signal ; it 
presents a panoramic view of the town, Lake, 
and adjoining country. The ascent is by a 
lovely winding path in the midst of meadows 
and vineyards. _
Sunday Morning, August 31rf, Lausanne, 11 
o'clock,—I have been already twice to church : 
at half-past six, the parish church near us was
filled with people ; and I  heard a good dis­
course from that admirable text, John iii. 14, 
15. The fault of the sermon was, the being 
too superficial, too general, too declamatory. 
At nine, I went to the Cathedral, to hear the 
first preacher in the canton. He is a Doctor 
of Divinity, of great respectability, and of a 
venerable appearance, about sixty-five years of 
age. The service began, by a young student 
of the college ascending the pulpit, and reading 
rather carelessly three chapters of the Bible, 
whilst the congregation was assembling. He 
then rear1) the Ten Commandments, and the 
summary ofthem given by our Saviour. Upon 
this he left the pulpit, and the preacher 
mounted it, who began by giving out two 
verses of a hymn. An organ led the immense 
congregation, whilst a chanteur, a sort of clerk, 
standing up in the middle of a pew (the con­
gregation sit in singing) sung with a very loud 
and distinct voice. Then the preacher read an 
excellent, but brief confession of sin, and some 
prayers ; and next delivered a discourse of 
twenty-five minutes, from 1 Cor. xi. 26. His
divisions were clear and appropriate. First, 
Ye show forth the merit and propitiation of 
the death of Christ ; secondly, Ye show forth 
the infinite love of Christ in that death, and 
the obligation we are under of loving each 
other ; thirdly, Ye show forth your belief in 
the future coming of your Lord, and the ful­
filment of all his promises. The whole was 
admirably good ; striking, solid, elevated, in­
structive, evangelical—perhaps it wanted some­
thing as to the application to the heârt and 
conscience towards the close. After the sermon, 
the reverend preacher read a prayer for all 
states of men ; the creed ; and a concluding 
prayer. The clerk very much offended me by 
sitting with his hat on, during the service. 
The cathedral is a fine old large building.
Nine at N ight.—I resume. The venerable 
Professor’s sermon at the cathedral this morn­
ing was so good, that I lament to hear his 
doctrine is not equally so at all times, and 
above all that he joins in a persecution of a
few very pious, though possibly not altogether 
discreet, persons who have lately appeared in 
the canton. O, what an inconsistent thing is 
human nature ! Here, in this small republic, 
which boasts of its freedom, almost inquisi­
torial powers are assumed by the clergy. This 
is exactly what I feared, when speaking of 
Bern. As soon as any person gives offence, 
the magistrates make no scruple of banish­
ing him at once. They allow no dissidents 
from the establishment ; not a soul. A mi­
nister who is suspended cannot preach at all. 
Now, at Geneva, non-conforming ministers, 
and meeting-houses, are allowed. And yet at 
Geneva, the church has openly denied the 
faith, whilst at Lausanne, the main features of 
orthodoxy are strongly insisted on: all these 
things furnish much matter for reflection. In ­
difference naturally leans towards toleration; 
proud nominal orthodoxy towards persecution*. 
At half-past eleven, this morning, we went to the 
English service, and heard an excellent sermon
* See second note at the end of this letter, p. 33.
from an English clergyman, who was passing 
through the town. At two, I heard a fourth 
sermon, pretty good, from a Professor of the 
Cathedral—But I  am weary, and must again 
say, adieu.
W e think of taking a tour to Chamouny 
and the Great St. Bernard next week, after my 
meeting at Geneva ; leaving Mrs. W. in this 
beautiful house, where we have one of the 
finest, softest views in Switzerland.
F irst note referred to p . 19.
I subjoin as a specimen of Calvin’s theological views, 
as well as o f his spirit and character, the preamble to 
his last will, dictated just before his death in May 1564.
“ In the name of the Lord, Amen. I, John Calvin, 
minister of the word of God in the church of Geneva, 
being so oppressed and afflicted with various diseases 
that I am fully induced to think that the Lord God has 
determined shortly to take me out o f this world, have 
ordered to be made and written my testament and my 
last will in the form that follows :
“  First o f all I give thanks to God that he had mercy on
me (whom he created and placed in this world), and not 
only delivered me from the profound darkness of idolatry 
in which I was sunk, and brought me into the light of 
his gospel and made me a partaker of the doctrine of 
salvation, of which I was most unworthy ; and not only, 
with the same mercy and loving-kindness, bore with my 
many faults and sins, for which I deserved to be rejected 
and cast off by him ; but also that he hath exercised 
such gentleness and kindness towards me as to deign to 
make use of me in preaching and promulgating the truth 
of his gospel. And I testify and profess that it is my 
wish and intention to spend what may remain of my life 
in that same faith and religion which he delivered to me 
by his gospel, nor to have any other hope or refuge for 
salvation than his gracious adoption ; on which only my 
salvation rests. And 1 embrace with my whole soul 
the mercy which he has vouchsafed me for the sake of 
Jesus Christ by making propitiation for my sins by 
the merit of his death and passion, so that satisfaction 
might be made for all my sins and transgressions, and 
the memorial of them be blotted out. I testify also and 
profess that I humbly beg of him that he will so wash 
and purify me by the blood of that supreme Redeemer, 
poured out for the sins o f the human race (effuso pro 
humani generis peccatis), that I may be permitted to 
stand before his Tribunal in the image of the Redeemer 
himself. Also I profess that I have diligently laboured, 
according to the measure of grace and loving-kindness
which God has bestowed on me, purely and simply to 
preach his word both in my sermons and in my writings 
and commentaries, and faithfully to interpret his Holy 
Scriptures. I testify also and profess that in all the con­
tentions and debates which I have had with the enemies 
of the gospel, I  have made use of no tricks nor sophistical 
and bad methods, but have acted candidly and sincerely 
in defending the truth.
“  But, woe is me! all my labour and zeal (if  they deserve 
the name) have been so remiss and languid, that I con­
fess that innumerable things have been wanting to the 
right discharge of my office, and that unless the un­
bounded loving-kindness o f God had aided me, all my 
labour would have been useless and vain. Yea, more­
over I acknowledge that unless the same loving-kindness 
had helped me, the gifts and blessings of my mind which 
he vouchsafed to me would have more and more brought 
me in guilty before his tribunal of sin and negligence. On 
which account I testify and profess that I  have no other 
hope of salvation except this one, that God, as he is the 
Father of mercies, w ill show himself a Father to me who 
acknowledge myself a miserable sinner.”
Second note referred to p. 30.
Indifference generally inclines towards forbearance, be­
cause it undervalues the importance of all religious sen­
timents; and because it 'is  aware it needs for itself the 
toleration it claims for others. But orthodoxy, when 
separated from the1 true spirit of the gospel, is often self- 
righteous, bigoted, proud—proud of talents, proud of 
what it thinks the correct form of truth, proud of holding 
others in subjection, proud of crushing opposition, proud 
o f erecting itself as a Pope in its own circle ; it there, 
fore leans towards persecution.
Since writing the above, I find an Arrête lias actually 
been published at Lausanne, in tlieprecise language which 
persecutors have uniformly adopted since Louis the Four­
teenth’s revocation of the Edict of Nantes. It forbids all 
private religious meetings ; and directs magistrates to dis­
solve such meetings by force. Every person found guilty 
of being present at these meetings is to be punished with 
fines, imprisonments, &c.— -4nd is it in Switzerland; 
Switzerland, the nurse of the Reformation ; Switzerland, 
the country of Zuingle, and OEeolampadius, and Beza ; 
Switzerland, the last favourite refuge of religious li­
berty in Europe, that this has taken place ? O, who can 
too strongly express his detestation of such intolerant and 
unchristian measures ! For the calumniated persons, who 
are the objects of it, are acknowledged on all hands to 
be peaceable members of the Republic, unexceptionable 
in their moral conduct, and pious and devoted Christians. 
W hat trifling faults they may have committed, or what 
errors even they may have fallen into, I do not know, 
nor will I trouble myself to inquire it is enough for
me to know that such infirmities anti foibles, supposing 
them to exist, are no palliation whatever of the abomina­
ble guilt of persecution. But so it is. The clergy, when 
they refuse to accept o f divine grace, have always been 
the worst of enemies to real spiritual religion. A ll ex­
perience declares this, and especially the history of the 
sufferings of Christ our Lord.
I subjoin a copy of the Arrêté, as a most curious docu­
ment, and a sad specimen of what a protestant govern­
ment is capable of enacting.
Le conseil d’état du Canton de Vaud.
Vu les rapports parvenus depuis quelques années, sur 
les principes et la conduite d’une nouvelle secte en ma­
tière de religion, vulgairement appelée des Momiers, qui 
s’est introduite dans le Canton ; ainsi que sur les assem­
blées ou réunions de cette secte qui, dans certains lieux, 
se tiennent aux mêmes heures que le service du culte 
public ;
Considérant que si l ’autorité n’a pas à s’occuper de ce 
qui concerne les opinions religieuses des individus, en 
tant qu’elles n’influent pas sur l ’ordre publique, il est 
néanmoins de son devoir d’intervenir, lorsque ces opinions 
se manifestent par des actes extérieures qui tendent à 
troubler cet ordre public ;
Considérant que la nouvelle secte dont il s’agit, a 
donné lieu sur divers points du Canton à des désordres 
plus ou moins graves, qui, s’ils n’étaient arrêtés dans leur
première cause, pourraient avoir par leur développement 
ultérieur de fâcheux résultats ;
Considérant que ces sectaires ont déclaré par l'inter­
médiaire de ceux qui s’annoncent comme leurs chefs ou 
directeurs, qu’ils se séparent de l’Eglise Nationale et se 
rendent independans des institutions et ordonnances qui 
la régissent, pour former une Eglise nouvelle ;
Considérant que les actes qui se font dans leurs as­
semblées constitueraient ainsi une véritable culte, étranger 
à la religion de l ’état.
I Considérant que les principes erronncs ou exagerés 
professés dans les dites assemblées et hautement avoués 
soit par les sectaires, soit par ceux qui se présentent 
comme leurs Chefs, sont absolument subversifs de l’ordre 
social, tant sous le point de vue de l’union dans les fa­
milles, que sous celui des rapports qui dérivent des in­
stitutions civiles and religieuses ;
Considérant enfin que les dits sectaires se placent par 
leurs discours, leurs démarches, et leurs actes de pro­
sélytisme, dans un état d’aggression ouverte contre l ’Eglise 
Nationale ;
Ouï le département de l’Interieur Arrêté.
Article 1. Les Assemblées ci-dessus mentionnées sont 
expressément défendues, comme contraires à l ’ordre public 
et à la paix religieuse.
Art. 2. Les Juges de Paix et les Municipalités sont 
spécialement chargés de faire dissoudre immédiatement 
toute assemblée ou réunion de ce genre, et cela par les
moyens que la loi met à leur disposition pour le maintien 
de l’ordre public.
Les Juges de Paix et les Municipalités feront sans délai 
rapport au Conseil d’Etat des mesures qu'ils auront prises 
en execution du présent article, et des circonstances qui 
auront provoqué ces mesures.
Art. 3. Toute personne réunie à une de ces assemblées 
prohibées, qui n’aura pas obéi de suite à. l’ordre de se 
séparer et sera convaincue d'avoir, par sa résistance, mis 
l’autorité dans le cas d’employer la force, sera poursuivie 
pour être punie conformément à l’Article 53 du Code 
Correctionel (trois jours de prisons) sans préjudice des 
peines plus graves auxquelles les suites de cette résistance 
pourraient donner lieu.
Art. 4. Seront poursuivis pour être punis conformé­
ment à l ’article 58 du Code Correctionel (600 livres 
d’amende ou dix ans de prisons) suivant le prescrit de 
l ’article 11 de la loi du 2 Juin 1810, tous les individus 
dont les démarches tendraient a gagner des proselités à 
une secte contraire à la paix religieuse et a l ’ordre public 
Tout individu qui fournirait un emplacement quelconque 
pour y tenir des assemblées prohibées, sera envisagé, 
comme complice et poursuivi comme tel.
Art. 5. Seront également poursuivis, pour être punis 
des peines mentionnées à l’article précédent tous les in­
dividus reconnus pour avoir provoqué ou dirigé une as­
semblée prohibée, ou pour avoir fonctionné en qualité de
Chef ou de Directeur ou de toute autre manière sem­
blable.
Art. 6. Le present arrêté sera imprimé, publié et af­
fiché. Il sera transmis aux Lieutenants du Conseils 
d’Etat, aux Juges de Paix, et aux Municipalités chargés 
de veiller et de tenir la main à son execution.
Donné sous le sceau du Conseil d’Etat à Lausanne 
le 15 Janvier, 1824.
Suivent les signatures et le sceau.
Thus is the Inquisition of Spain transferred to Pro­
testant Switzerland, and the noblest gift of the Reforma­
tion, liberty of public worship, openly violated.
Lausanne, Tuesday M orningt 
Sept. 2d, 1823.
MY DEAREST SISTER,
Y e s t e r d a y  I was employed the 
whole morning in examining two chapters of 
the translation of Scott, which I had brought 
with me from Geneva. I went over it, line by 
line, and word by word. I t  gave me satisfaction ; 
it is, so far as I  can judge, faithful, clear, simple ; 
nothing is omitted, nothing changed. W hat I 
most want, is more steady competent labourers ; 
there is still very, very much to be done before 
St. Matthew will be ready for the press. I 
am going off to-day to meet our friends at 
Geneva, about the work ; and then to proceed 
to Chamouny. I t  is possible we may go on to 
Martigny and even Milan, and return by Lyon. 
The weather is most inviting. In  going to the
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Cathedral yesterday, I  found it was built on an 
extremely high hill ; you first ascend a street 
exceedingly steep, and then you come to a 
staircase (in the street) of one hundred and 
seventy steps ; so that the church seems quite 
on a pinnacle ; the view it presents is of almost 
unequalled extent and sublimity. A t one o’clock 
yesterday I  visited a pious family, two or three 
miles from Lausanne.' The situation in the 
midst of vineyards was most beautiful ; it com­
manded a view of the Lake. I had a most af­
fecting conversation with them. The father, 
mother, sisters, all seem quite in earnest about 
their salvation. But unhappily they have few 
wise, enlightened guides. Too many of the 
ministers here, with much orthodoxy and zeal, 
are said to want that humble, and practical 
knowledge of the Gospel, as a business of 
the heart ; without which, they cannot direct 
others ; and one very pious man (who has 
been silenced) has fallen into the dangerous 
error of always dwelling on the mysterious 
doctrine of the divine election, &c. ; so that 
the serious people are almost as sheep without
a shepherd. At Geneva, however, things I am 
told are much worse. The decline in religion 
began there about eighty years back, when the 
subscription to the formulary of the Swiss Re­
formers—the noble and most scriptural Hel­
vetic confession—was abolished ; next, the Ca­
techism of Calvin was done away with ; lastly, 
a règlement was issued about six years since, 
drawn up with great caution, but plainly in­
tended to prevent the ministers from preaching 
explicitly and fully on the Divinity of Christ, 
original sin, grace, and predestination—the three 
former of which articles contain the very sum and 
substance of the gospel. Thus, from being the 
flower of the Reformed Churches, Geneva has 
fallen into the gulf of Deism and Socinianism. I 
have obtained a copy of the pamphlet published 
by the friends of M. Girard, the school-master 
at Friburg, giving an account of the whole of 
his proceedings. I went last night to see the 
daughter of Sir Henry Blosset, who died in the 
faith of Christ, after having been only five 
weeks in India !
d 2
Geneva, Wednesday Morning, five o'clock.— 
W e had a delightful sail yesterday in the 
steam-hoat. The only drawback on our plea­
sure was, that my dear Mrs. W . was not with us ; 
her health obliges her to remain tranquil during 
this our second mountain tour. I have left 
her, however, in the best lodgings in all Lau­
sanne, with some kind friends as companions ; 
and not in an inn as at Bern, whëïe she knew 
no one. May God preserve her and us during 
the separation ! The view of the banks of the 
Lake, as we sailed by, was exquisite, especially 
as the evening drew on. W e passed the cha­
teau of Frangins, where Joseph Buonaparte 
resided after his Spanish usurpation. The 
Mont Blanc was visible above the mountains 
of Savoy, almost the whole way ; and at sunset 
it remained illuminated, or rather gilded, by 
the sun, full twenty minutes after every other 
mountain was in the shade. Its height is not 
apparently greater than that of the Jungfrau 
Alp ; but its extent, size, various ridges, enor­
mous platforms, &c. make it infinitely more 
majestic : it appears literally a region of ice
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and snow. At our landing, our kind friends 
were waiting for us on the shore, and I had a 
conference with them for two hours. We met 
again this morning at seven for three hours. 
W e are gradually arranging the plan of the 
publication of St. Matthew. I agreed to pro­
vide a person to copy the MSS. fair for the 
printer ; fixed January the first for the time 
when all should be ready for the press ; and 
promised to meet them again in about three 
weeks on my return from Chamouny. These 
Geneva friends seem men of the deepest piety 
and sweetest spirit of love ; I was delighted 
and edified. I forgot to say that our lodging- 
house at Lausanne is Maison Miliquet St. 
Pierre, première étage : it is quite worth re­
cording, in order to inform any friends who 
may be coming to Lausanne.
Bonneville, 18 miles from  Geneva, half-past 
tzvo.—W e are now in the duchy of Savoy, 
attached to the kingdom of Sardinia. The 
capital is Turin, which we hope to see before 
we return. Our road has run through the
valley of the Arve. The country has been 
singularly beautiful, something like the valley 
of the Reuss, only that the river Reuss incom­
parably surpasses the muddy, straggling, wan­
dering Arve, whose shores are desolation itself. 
Savoy is Catholic ; and negligent, indolent, and 
in many parts, too dirty. The vines, instead 
of being regularly planted and supported with 
sticks in rows, are positively allowed to grow 
at random, in the most scrambling manner, on 
the ground, with potatoes or willows rising 
among them. This small market town of Bonne­
ville has six hundred inhabitants. Just be­
fore I  Ifeft Geneva, your parcel arrived from 
London. I had time to send it on to Lausanne 
without a moment’s delay.
St. Martin, near to Sallenche, 36 miles from  
Geneva, eight o'clock.—W e have had a most 
charming drive. The valley of Cluse opened 
upon us about two leagues from Bonneville. 
Cluse (the Roman Clausum, or Shut, because 
it appears to close up entirely the valley) is 
romantically situated on the Arve. The craggy
mountains are in contrast with the sweet fer­
tility of the valley, and vary so perpetually in 
their outline, site, and appearance, that it is 
impossible for words to convey any adequate 
idea of them. Wonderful, indeed, are the 
works of the great God ; impressed with the 
footsteps of his majesty, goodness, and grace ! 
At one particular spot, three small cannon 
were drawn up by some peasants and fired, to 
give us the pleasure of hearing the repeated 
echo of the mountains. Two things distressed 
us to-day, one a natural, the other a moral de­
fect—almost every second person here has a 
swollen neck; sometimes so as to distort the 
whole figure ; it almost amounts to a goitre ; 
children often have it: I conceive it must 
materially impede the poor in their labours— 
the other defect is, the lamentable misery and 
superstition of these parts. W e actually saw 
on a cross, by the road-side, this notice, “ The 
Archbishop of Chamberry and Bishop of Ge­
neva grants forty days indulgence to all those 
who shall say before this cross, a pater, and 
an Ave-Maria, with an act of contrition, 1819.”
And yet this Bishop of Geneva ruled that fine 
canton till the Reformation ; and it was only 
in 1754, that the Duke of Savoy relinquished 
his claims upon it. O what a blessing is deliver­
ance from the monstrous domination and errors 
of the Church of Rome ! The Duke once made 
a base attempt to seize the town, in 1604, in 
the dead of the night, and during a profound 
peace : the heroism of the Swiss, however, 
was not to be overcome ; and they repulsed the 
invaders. "The river Arve, by which we have 
been travelling, is a torrent springing in Savoy, 
and pouring into the Rhone, near Geneva ; it 
swells so suddenly at times, as to cover all the 
adjoining fields, and do great mischief.
Servoz, on the road to Chamouny, 11 o'clock, 
Thursday, Sept. 4.—W e set off at eight this 
morning, after wretched beds, and a wretched 
breakfast ; but all has been repaid by the mag­
nificent view we had of Mont Blanc in all its 
splendour. The mass, or rather chain of Alps, 
bearing the general name of Mont Blanc, 
povered with perpetual snow, rose over the in­
tervening mountains. The contrast between 
the rich verdure of the valley, the profusion 
of trees on the hills, and the lovely meadows 
creeping up their sides by which we were 
passing, with the snowy terrors of the Alps 
immediately above, was really incredibly strik­
ing. The outline of the fir-crowned mountains, 
in the near prospect, was surmounted with the 
snows of Mont Blanc, apparently quite close ; 
so that it seemed impossible that we should 
be melting with heat, so near to tremen­
dous ice and cold. At one point, we had the 
small beautiful Lake of Chède at our feet ; the 
gentle rising of its banks next presenting itself ; 
then the verdant mountains ; and lastly, Mont 
Blanc, of which the vast summits were beauti­
fully reflected in the little Lake. Before we 
came within view of this astonishing Alp, we 
stopped to visit a fine cascade at Chède village ; 
the torrent falls altogether above one hundred 
feet ; but it is divided into five different branches 
or beds, which the stream has worked for 
itself. It was very curious to see the beau­
tiful rainbow, as early as nine in the morning,
formed by the spray, and which, from the point 
where we stood, was nearly an entire circle, 
beginning on the spray upon the grass on one 
side, continuing over the torrent, and then re­
turning to the grass almost under our feet on 
the other. But I  can think of nothing but 
Mont Blanc ; it so much surpasses all my ex­
pectations. When my companion was here 
four years ago, the day was wet, and he 
saw nothing ; the day now is superb, and we 
see every thing. The very village where we 
now are is romantic beyond description. I am 
sitting at the door of the inn, writing on a 
rough wooden table which shakes at every 
movement of my hand—the village church 
just in view—a few scattered houses around it 
—three noble mountains guarding it behind, 
on which some fine clouds are just resting— 
fruitfulness apparent all around—whilst com­
pany are driving up to the village, on the same 
errand with ourselves ; and the sun from be­
hind the mountains is casting alternate light 
and shade on the prospect. We only want a 
heart constantly raised up to our God and
Saviour, and seeing him in every work of his 
goodness and power, to complete the duty and 
pleasure of such a scene of wonders !—But 
dinner calls me off.
Chamouny, seven o’clock, Thursday Evening, 
24 miles from  St. M artin’s.—After leaving 
Servoz, we soon entered the valley of Cha- 
mouny, which, fifty or sixty years ago, had 
never been heard of, but which the ascent of 
Mont Blanc by De Saussure, in 1786, brought 
into notice. The reputation of the valley, and 
the conveniences prepared for travellers, have 
been increasing ever since ; so that we have 
found one of the best inns in Switzerland. At 
the entrance of the valley is a monument 
erected to a naturalist, who fell down a crevice, 
a few years since, by neglecting his guide, and 
was lost. A lad with a trumpet astonished us 
at.a particular part of the road, with the echo 
which the Alps returned at every blast. About 
a league from Chamouny, we came to the small 
village of Bossons, above which is a most noble 
glacier, so situated, that travellers are able to
cross over it. W e ascended the contiguous 
mountain, excessively steep, about two thou­
sand five hundred feet. W e then passed over 
the heap of loose stones cast up by the last 
éboulement which lay between us and the gla­
cier, and thus came on the solid mass of ice 
and frozen snow. There was only one great 
fissure, which it was terrible to look down ; 
and at the bottom of which roared a torrent 
of water ; all the surface of the glacier was 
slippery, from the heat of the sun upon it. 
I t was cold as December. The scene was 
very fine. After making our way across, we 
had a much more difficult heap, or rather 
ruin of stones and loose rocks, first to ascend 
and then to descend, before we could find the 
path which led again to Bossons. Part of 
the road which we took was that by which De 
Saussure, with his eighteen guides, ascended, 
in 1786. Indeed, we may be said to have 
been at the foot of Mont Blanc all the after­
noon. I see one of its summits (fifteen thousand 
five hundred feet) at this moment from my 
chamber-window. On a ridge of the Alp, per-
liaps a thousand feet above me, a fire is just 
now lighted as a sign of rejoicing, that no animal 
had been lost during the day in driving down 
for the winter. Almost the first person I saw 
in the inn was a friend from England, who 
three years ago ascended Mont Blanc, in a 
company of sixteen. They reached the grand 
plateau of the Alp (thirteen thousand five hun­
dred feet), the fourth day, after incredible 
fatigues, from rain, snow, cold, and the hard 
rocks, with only a covering of leather. They 
were obliged to send down two guides, the 
second day, for food. On this vast plateau, 
or ledge, they found an immense quantity 
of fresh fallen snow, not frozen ; it was ex­
tremely laborious to walk on, their feet sunk 
so deep ; still none of the guides apprehended 
danger. But on a sudden the whole field of 
snow on which they were walking gave way> 
and overwhelmed the unfortunate travellers ; 
they were covered, rolled along, borne away 
by the enormous avalanche. The snow lodged 
in the next fissure or crevasse, which it me in 
its descent. Three guides unhappily perished ;
the other thirteen persons extricated them­
selves with infinite difficulty, or rather were 
preserved by the mercy of God. Still persons 
are frequently ascending. Six guides went up 
with a single Englishman the day before yes­
terday ; and some friends have been all to-day 
watching them from the inn, with a telescope : 
they are expected down to-night.
Friday Morning, half-past six, chalet on 
Montanvert, 3,150 fee t above Chamouny.—W e 
were called this morning at half-past three, 
and started at half-past four, for the Jardin 
on the Mer de Glace, in a party of thirteen ; 
a guide and mule for each, with boys, &c. 
W e have been ascending two hours in fearful 
cold and wind, on a road steep beyond de­
scription, three leagues long, amidst the ruins 
of fallen trees and rocks. Thermometer 52°.
Twelve o'clock, Couvercle, Mer de Glace.— 
I  am writing on a spot, where, perhaps, never 
man wrote before, and whence I can scarcely 
look around me without terror. W e have been
COUVERCLE. 53
walking and climbing, for five hours, ten or 
fifteen miles up hills and mountains of ice, 
snow, and impenetrable rocks, amidst chasms 
and torrents hundreds of feet deep. I am now 
on the heights of the Mer de Glace, nine thou­
sand two hundred feet above the sea, seated 
on the ground, with my letter before me, my 
pocket ink-horn, a rock for my writing-table, 
and my small pocket-book placed under my 
paper, to keep it a little steady. W e have 
been surmounting immense fatigue and danger, 
ever since we left the chalet at seven. All 
other difficulties are nothing compared with 
those which surround us; and we have a 
descent of seven hours, not a little dangerous, 
to make, before we reach our inn. Still the 
extraordinary magnificence of the scene above, 
below, around us, when one can calmly look at 
it, seems to recompense us for every thing. 
I f  we get back alive, however, one thing I can 
venture to affirm, that the fatigue and terror 
are such as to prevent our ever coming up 
again.
Chamouny, Eight in the Evening.—Thank 
God we have all returned safe. Let me now 
give you some notion of the day’s journey. 
We were fourteen hours and a half on the 
road, and went forty miles ; ten miles on 
mules, and thirty on foot ; which thirty were 
in a perpetual course of ascents, descents, 
sliding and jumping. After leaving the chalet 
on Montanvert, in the morning at seven, 
we descended and crossed the éboulement or 
vast heap of granite and sand, which inter­
vened between that and the glacier. The path 
was frequently on the surface of a shelving 
rock of slate, three inches wide, with a pre­
cipice at our feet. When we came to the 
glacier, or Mer de Glace itself, we had new 
difficulties of every kind to surmount ; and 
in the course of our progress three vast éboule- 
ments to climb over. When we reached the 
summit of the mountain, which is called the 
Couvercle, about noon (nine thousand two 
hundred feet), we were so exhausted with 
heat and fatigue, that we threw ourselves
on the scanty grass growing on the rock, as if 
we were dead. After an hour and a half’s 
rest, and a dinner on the provisions carried for 
us by the guides, we set off on our return. 
Nothing can describe the day’s journey ; the 
simple fact of walking thirty miles on ice and 
rock, with declivities, crevices, gulfs, ice- 
torrents, 8cc. seems sufficiently terrific, but 
conveys no idea of the real scene. Enough, 
however, of our fatigues. Now, to give you 
some idea of the Mer de Glace. I t  is an 
enormous glacier, forty-five miles long, and 
two wide, and rising to an inaccessible height, 
(we only ascended the point commanding the 
finest view), it gave me the idea of a sea in a 
storm, suddenly frozen or choked with snow 
and ice. W e saw nothing but congealed 
waves, or rather mountains of frozen water. 
The ice is not clear and smooth, but mixed 
with sand and stones, and on the surface al­
ternately melted and re-frozen every twenty- 
four hours. In all this sea, changes are con­
tinually taking place, from the causes I assigned 
in a former letter :—a single day’s rain or 
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snow alters infallibly a variety of places. The 
most fearful things are the fentes, crevices, or 
fissures, some fifty feet wide, others just begin­
ning to form themselves; others like a well, 
three or four hundred feet deep, with an im­
petuous torrent pouring down them, and work­
ing like a mill at the bottom; together with 
thousands of rivulets formed by the summer’s 
sun on thé surface. As the masses of ice 
descend, the superincumbent rocks and stones 
descend with them. These are gradually car­
ried along; some travel five hundred feet 
down the immense glacier in a single year. 
The foot of the Mer de Glace is in the valley 
of Chamouny, whence the river Arveiron flows, 
which joins itself with the Arve, and pours 
into the Rhone, near Geneva. To travel on 
this sea of wonders was in itself dangerous 
enough—a single inadvertent step might have 
been fatal—the extraordinary skill and expe­
rience of the guides, however (for each person 
has his own separate one), make accidents 
extremely rare. The scenes which we wit­
nessed were transporting. The deep azure
of the sky in one of the finest days ever seen ; 
the vast region of ice which the sun gilded 
with his rays, and the panorama of snow-clad 
Alps, rising stupendously all around, was inde­
scribable. It made us forget ourselves, and 
our fatigues. In three spots I sat down, lost 
in admiration, and made my guide tell me all 
the names of the Alps around me ; I  give the 
names as accurately as my ear could catch 
them; 1st, Characoux ; 2d, Grapon; 3d, Mont 
Blanc ; 4th, Le Géant ; 5th, Tamia ; 6th, Grand 
Jorasse ; 7th, Petit Jorasse ; 8th, Le Sehon; 
9th, Les Courts ; 10th, Aiguilles Rouges ; 
11th, Gemmé Verd; 12th, Le Moine; 13th, 
Aiguille de Dru; 14th, La Flechière; 15th, 
Le Brevent. I just add, that the guides here 
are respectable, well-informed men; mine is 
called The Bird, L ’Oiseau. He has been thirty- 
eight years a guide. The most respectable 
Swiss writers correspond with them. They 
speak very good French—the language of 
Chamouny is a patois. There are forty of 
them at Chamouny, and seventy mules. Every 
thing is regulated by the government, even to
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the order in which the guides go out. Chamouny 
contains near fifty hamlets, three churches, 
and three thousand souls. The day has been 
beautiful—not a cloud. And now may God fill 
my heart with praise for his works, gratitude 
for preservation, and a humble desire to see 
his love, his majesty, his providence, his 
power in all things. Chamouny, I  must say, 
deserves all its popularity ; two thousand two 
hundred and fifty visitors came to it last year ; 
out of whom forty only went to the end of the 
Mer de Glace; which is some commendation 
of our courage, but, perhaps, not of our pru­
dence, at least so far as I  am concerned.
Trient, Canton o f  Valais, Switzerland, three 
o’clock, Saturday Afternoon.—W e set off this 
morning, twenty minutes before nine, and have 
been six hours and ten minutes coming eighteen 
miles. W e have passed through the valleys 
of Chamouny, Val Valorsine, Chatelet, where 
Switzerland and Savoy divide; and Trient, 
where we now are. Often as I  have expressed 
my astonishment at the variety of Swiss and
Savoy scenery, I  must again repeat the same 
language. Certainly nothing can exceed the 
surprise we have felt all this morning. We 
have crossed a barrier, called La Tête Noire ; 
and all the way, especially in passing the moun­
tains, there has been nothing but wonders. 
Valleys sowed, as it were, with the fragments 
of fallen rocks; villages of romantic beauty, 
and of architecture the most rude; noble firs 
crowning the mountain sides ; several glaciers 
descending in the ravines from the common 
source of the Mer de Glace; the path now 
sinking into the deepest valley, now rising 
into a frightful precipice, sometimes leading by 
rude stairs of rocks, at other times by torrents 
and sand ; the whole way diversified with the 
ruins of falling firs, the effects of the tremen­
dous storms of the winters, so as at places to 
obstruct the path; lastly, the torrent of the 
Trient rolling along to disgorge itself into the 
Rhone, whilst the alternate succession of bar­
ren scenery and cultivated meadows, like mo­
saic-work, in the valley and up the side of 
mountains, completed the picture. But words
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fail, when they are attempting to describe Swit­
zerland. One applies nearly the same terms 
to the valley of the Reuss, the Hoellenthal, the 
valley of Moûtiers, the Chède, and the valleys 
seen to-day ; and yet they are all widely dif­
ferent from each other; and each utterly in­
conceivable, except to one who has visited them 
for himself. W e saw a cave formed in an 
enormous rock on the Tête Noire, and an in­
scription to commemorate the passage of Lords 
Guildford and Porchester, May 10th, 1821. 
In  the cottages we observed the walls enor­
mously thick, so that the windows seemed like 
the port-holes of a fortification.
Saturday Evening, half-fast six .—We are 
just arrived at Martigny, in the Valais, twenty- 
seven miles from Chamouny.
D. W.
M artigny, Bas Valais, Switzerland, 
Saturday N ig h t, Sept. 6, 1823.
MY BEAR SISTER,
I  w a s  quite mortified in send­
ing you my last letter ; it was written in 
such inexpressible hurries, and seemed to me, 
when I  read it over, so sadly unconnected 
and incomplete ! Indeed, this has been more 
or less the case with all my letters. I  know, 
however, your love will excuse defects. I be­
lieve I did not tell you that the points of the 
Mer de Glace which we went to visit were the 
Couvercle and the Jardin, or garden. The 
Couvercle is an immensely high rock, to which 
you have no access but by crossing the sea of 
ice, as we did, and which, from its height and 
position, commands an unbroken view of Mont 
Blanc and eleven other Alps. From the Cou-
vercle there is a twenty minutes' walk to the 
Jardin, which is a rock rising above the Mer de 
Glace, and covered in the summer with verdure 
and flowers. This Jardin we did not reach : 
I  really was overdone. There are eighteen 
immense Glaciers, formed from the Mer de 
Glace, in different ravines, and thirty smaller 
ones. The English gentleman, whom I re­
ported as having ascended Mont Blanc, re­
turned safely: he accomplished the task in 
thirty-seven hours; but his fatigue was so 
great, that he was at last literally obliged to 
be pushed up by the guides. At the summit, 
a tremendous storm of snow and wind had 
nearly carried them all away ; he remained 
there only five minutes, and could scarcely see 
any thing. His object was not scientific ; but 
simply pleasure or curiosity : he had made no 
preparation, had no instruments with him, and 
was unaccompanied by a single friend. My 
old guide (who went up with De Saussure in 
1786, and was named by him L ’Oiseau) tells me 
the accident which occurred on Mont Blanc, 
as I have already mentioned, in 1820, arose,
as he thinks, very much from the youth and 
inexperience of the guides : a whole day’s rain 
and snow fell whilst the party was ascending, 
and made the peril of an avalanche almost 
certain. The oldest guide now at Chamouny is 
Balma, aged seventy-six, named, by De Saus­
sure, “ Mont Blanc.” My friend and fellow- 
traveller’s guide was the son of the Syndic, or 
chief magistrate, of the village, which said 
Syndic we met, with a scythe on his shoulder 
going to mow, as we ascended Montanvert. 
The guides have seven, eight, or ten francs 
a day : those who go up Mont Blanc thirty or 
forty francs a day, and sometimes much more. 
They also rear and keep the mules, which are 
worth twenty or twenty-four Louis each (from 
nineteen to twenty-three pounds). In fact, the 
whole apparatus of Chamouny is unequalled: 
there are twenty-four porters, for carrying 
ladies only. I suppose, during a good summer 
of five months, a guide may get eight or 
nine hundred francs (about thirty-six pounds), 
besides his food ; some much more. In our 
journey to-day to Martigny, we observed per­
petual fragments of rocks scattered every where 
in the fields, so that the farmers collect them 
in great heaps in order that the grass may 
have room to grow on the rest of the land— 
they also make Avails of them for hedges, ten 
or twelve feet thick. When we left Trient, at 
four o’clock, we began to ascend the mountain 
Forclaz, from the summit of which, and in the 
descent, the view of the Valais (an immense 
valley, eighty miles long, reaching from Geneva 
to Brieg) was most enchanting :—the plain 
with all its varied beauties—the Rhone rushing 
through it—the Alps of the Oberland girding 
it all around—illuminated with the afternoon’s 
sun—nothing could be more exquisite. Mar- 
tigny, where I now am writing, is a small town, 
one thousand four hundred and eighty feet 
above the sea (Chamouny is three thousand 
one hundred and fifty). In the time of the 
Romans, it was called Octodurum. On de­
scending to it we had to cross the devastations 
of the year 1818, which quite sadden my mind 
when I think of them. The melancholy story 
resembles that of Goldau, except that the loss of
lives was not so considerable. The river Dranse, 
rushing down the mountains, about eighteen 
miles from Martigny, became first obstructed, 
and then stopped in its course, in the valley of 
Bagues, by the falling of masses of ice from 
the Glacier of Getroz. A lake was gradually 
formed, thirteen thousand feet long, and from 
one to seven hundred feet wide. The mean 
depth was two hundred ; and the whole mass 
of water eight hundred millions cubic feet. 
The country was alarmed ; a tunnel, or gallery, 
was cut through the barrier of ice, to facilitate 
the escape of the river by its usual channel. 
The lake was actually reduced forty-five feet; 
but this was not sufficient to prevent the cala­
mity. For on the 17th June, 1818, the waters 
burst in a moment, without the least warning, 
through the barrier of ice, and rushed forthwith 
such fury, that in one hour they had reached Mar­
tigny, eighteen miles. The torrent destroyed 
fifty-two houses at Champsee, and overwhelmed 
a surprising number of fields, houses, barns, 
manufactories, &c. at Bagues and Martigny ; 
all was swallowed up in an instant. An entire
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forest was rooted up by it ; and damage done 
to the amount of one million one hundred 
and nine thousand seven hundred and sixty 
francs of Switzerland, about two hundred thou­
sand pounds English. O, how instantaneous, 
as well as awful, are the judgments of God! 
W hat an uncertain, treacherous scene is this 
passing world ! And what deductions do such 
events make from the pleasures of a residénce 
in this country, however enchanting in many 
respects !—But I  must conclude for to-night*; 
it is past eleven, and I have been travelling hard 
for two days. I  sent off a letter this evening 
to Lausanne, which one of my dear sons has 
been writing to his mother in the course of 
the week. On Tuesday we hope to hear from 
her.
Martigny, Sunday, eleven o’clock.—Again in 
a Catholic town, with not a single Protestant, 
as I  am told. This, my twelfth Sunday, is 
distressing to my mind. W e have been to the 
Catholic church (for there is no other), and 
heard a sermon in French; for French is.the
langüage all through the Valais. As we en­
tered the churchyard, we saw a priest uttering 
some prayers, and then sprinkling water on 
the people who were kneeling around. On 
coming into the church itself, we found it 
crowded with people. I asked a lady to lend 
me a Prayer-book ; but she could not tell me, 
nor could I find out, where the priest was read­
ing : one thing I  suspect, that but few in the 
church could understand a word of the prayers 
—indeed Intelligent worship seemed no part of 
the object for which the congregation was as­
sembled. The music undoubtedly was beautiful. 
After half an hour, the priest gave notice that 
the Pope was dead, and exhorted the people to 
pray for his soul, and to beg of God to grant 
him a worthy successor. He then read notices 
of Saints’ days, and of the Nativity of the 
Virgin Mary, which falls to-morrow. Next, 
another priest, the prior, I believe, of the, 
parish, ascended the pulpit, and delivered a 
sermon on our Lord’s words, “ Render unto 
Caesar the things which are Caesar’s, and unto 
God the things that are God’s.” His subject
was, Restitution. After his introduction, I was 
surprised to observe, that he not only paused and 
kneeled solemnly down in the pulpit himself, but 
that the whole congregation knelt down also, in 
secret prayer to God by the intercession of 
the Virgin Mary. I t  was peculiarly impres­
sive, I  assure you, and what I never saw be­
fore. The sermon was admirable, as an abs­
tract explication of the particular duty of Re­
stitution, chiefly drawn from Chrysostom and 
Augustine. There was a degree of talent, a 
force, an acumen, a dignity in all the preacher 
said which arrested attention. The whole made 
a powerful impression. I  saw some country­
women who stood near me in the aisle, posi­
tively quake for fear. Still it was undoubtedly 
defective, and even unscriptural, as the in­
struction of a Christian divine—there was not 
a word as to the way of obtaining pardon for 
our breaches of this duty ; nor a word of the 
grace of the Holy Spirit as necessary to assist 
us to keep it for the future ; nor a word of the 
corruption of the heart, as the spring of all 
sip and evil. Nay, he plainly said, that good
works, that is, the performance of this and 
other moral duties, would save us. When the 
sermon was over, I left the church, and was sur­
prised to find that the churchyard was filled with 
people, kneeling or sitting, apparently very 
devout, though they could neither hear nor 
see any thing. But this is only the fairest side 
of popery; if you go through the whole system, 
you will find that superstition too much fills up 
the place of Scriptural Christianity ; and that 
Jesus Christ is almost unknown in his holy 
salvation from sin and guilt. Even what is 
true in Popery is spoiled by the manner in 
which it is disfigured or curtailed; for in­
stance, the people are not taught the ten com­
mandments as we have them in the Bible ; but 
an abridgment, in which the second, that is, 
the commandment against idolatry and image- 
worship, is positively left out, and the tenth 
divided into two; and to which is appended 
what are called the commandments of the 
church, seven, I  think, in number, which are 
given in the same form, and with the same 
solemnity as those of the decalogue. The
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whole foundation of what the priests teach is thus 
not the authoi’ity of the inspired revelation of 
God, but the authority of the church—they 
“ teach for doctrines the commandments of 
men." Then only consider some of the incre­
dible errors and superstitions, which they affix 
to real Christianity—pilgrimages, traditions, 
prayers for the dead, veneration of relics, in­
tercession of Saints, indulgences, dispensations, 
pretended miracles, purgatory, the sacrifice of 
the mass, transubstantiation, the denial of the 
cup to the laity, penances, auricular confession, 
image-worship, celibacy of the clergy, monastic 
vows, infallibility of general councils, supre­
macy of the Pope, implicit submission to the 
church, lost estate of heretics, prayers in an 
unknown tongue, tyranny over the conscience, 
virtual prohibition of the Bible. Such is Popery 
in itself, though many individual Roman Catho­
lics are pious and simple-hearted Christians. 
But amidst all these corruptions nothing seems 
to me so flagrantly unscriptural as the adoration 
of the image of the Virgin, and the trust reposed, 
in her by the great mass of the people. I  con­
ceive this idolatry to be just as displeasing in 
_ the sight of God as that of the Queen of heaven 
so vehemently reprobated by the prophet Jere­
miah, or the worship of the Pagans before their 
idols, which St. Paul and the other apostles so 
indignantly condemned*. O, may the time be 
hastened when these fatal errors shall cease, and 
Christ alone be again acknowledged to be Lord 
by all Christians ! And O, that Protestants 
would walk in the blessed light they enjoy, and 
not sink, in avoiding Popery, into the worse 
gulfs of indifference, scepticism, and infidelity 
—the divisions and irréligion of professed 
Protestants are the scandal of Christendom. 
May the blessed Spirit descend upon the uni­
versal church once more, and dispel Popish 
and Sceptical darkness, as he once did Jewish 
and Pagan ! All we want is His inspiration 
and His Book. Send the Bible, we pray thee,
O Lord, into every family, and attend it with 
thy sacred influences ; and then truth and holi­
ness will again flourish in the earth, the in­
* See Jer. xliv. and Acts of Apostles passim. 
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ventions of men die away, and charity become 
the bond of peace amongst thy disciples ! So 
far as I recollect, this is the first Sunday where 
I have found no church of any kind except the 
Catholic ; as it is certainly the first time I  have 
heard a French Catholic preacher. On the Grim- 
sel there was no church at all ; but every where 
else I  have found some Protestant service, and 
attended it, though in German. In this town 
there is possibly not a creature who ever read 
the Bible—a large proportion of the people 
would not know what I meant by that sacred 
Book—many would have even no idea that God 
has given an infallible written Revelation of His 
will to man for his guidance and salvation.
Sunday, two o'clock.—W e have just had our 
English divine service ; never did the prayers 
of our Church appear to me more scriptural 
and more edifying, nor the Psalms and lessons 
more consoling and instructive than after having 
witnessed the Popish ceremonies. I expounded 
Luke xiii. 1—5.
Lyddes, Canton o f Valais, Monday Morning,
Sept. 8, eleven o'clock.—At half past three this 
morning our guide came to call me. But the 
weather was dull; and we were so long de­
liberating whether to set out or not, that it was 
a quarter to six before we were on our mules. 
W e have now gone sixteen miles on the way 
to the celebrated Hospice of the Great St. Ber­
nard. Our road has been through the Valley 
of Entremont. For the first few miles we were 
passing over the desolations occasioned by the 
bursting of the Dranse. I t  really reminded 
me of the universal deluge, when God swept 
away every living thing from the face of the 
earth. It was melancholy to see the Valley, 
once so lovely, now choked and covered with 
masses of rocks and heaps of sand. It has 
been actually necessary to make a new road in 
many places, and in one spot to cut a gallery 
or tunnel, about one hundred and fifty feet 
long, through the granite rock. It is said, that 
above fifty persons perished in that calamity. 
As we were going through the village of Or- 
sieres we heard voices singing in the church, 
and, on entering, found it crowded with people
F  2
—it is the Nativity o f the Virgin Mary, who 
is, as I  have often said, the chief object of the 
Papist’s devotion. All along the road the people 
are going or returning from mass in crowds. 'In 
Lyddes, where we now are, the mass being 
over, the street is filled with idle folks. It is 
curious, that all the men in these villages have 
coats of the same colour, a snuff brown, with 
large cocked military hats. I f  the men in 
these towns were taught to labour, to improve 
their roads, repair their hedges, and cultivate 
their land, instead of praying to the Virgin 
Mary; and if the women would mend their 
clothes and wash their children, and keep their 
houses tidy, instead of making caps and petti­
coats for the same lady, we Protestants cannot 
but think they would be better employed than 
they now are. But every great departure from 
truth is attended with accumulated evils in one 
way or other. I  forgot to tell you, that at 
Martigny we saw a celebrated tower, built by 
the Romans (for Caesar was at Octodurum) ; 
a beautiful cascade, called the Pisse-Vache, and 
the fall of the Trient into the Rhone, by a
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crevice or fente between two rocks, so narrow 
as scarcely to admit of the stream to pass, I  have 
been much delighted here (Lyddes) with a re­
ligious admonition on the subject of eternity, 
printed in large letters, on a folio sheet, and 
hung up in the salle-à-manger ; a similar paper 
is placed in every house in the parish : it quite 
relieves my mind to see some one great truth 
of Christianity plainly taught, and without su­
perstition. I have obtained a copy, from which
I give one extract—“ Understand well the force 
of these words—a God—a moment—an eter­
nity ; a God who sees thee ; a moment which 
flies ; an eternity which awaits you :—a God 
whom you serve so ill ; a moment of which you 
so little profit ; an eternity which you hazard 
so rashly.” I dwell with pleasure on this paper, 
because after what I have been just observing, 
these are the things which moderate one's de­
pression, and teach one charity towards the 
persons of individual Catholics. They lead us 
to hope that there are in the Church of Rome 
numbers of humble and contrite disciples of the 
lowly Jesus, who substantially understand and 
feel the awakening truths of Christianity, who
put all their confidence for salvation in the 
atoning blood of their Saviour, and who are 
guided by His Spirit in the paths of true 
obedience—these “ do not worship the beast, 
neither his image, neither receive his mark 
upon their foreheads or in their hands.1" Rev. 
XX. 4.
Hospice au Grand S t. Bernard, Monday 
Evening, Sept. 8, eight o'clock.—W e arrived 
here about five, after a journey of eleven hours 
—twenty-eight miles. The road became more 
and more wild as we ascended, till at last all 
vegetation seemed to have ceased. W e are 
now at the celebrated religious Hospice of the 
monks of St. Augustin, eight thousand three 
hundred and fourteen feet above the sea—the 
highest inhabited spot in Europe. I t  was 
founded in the eleventh century by St. Bernard 
de Manthe, a gentleman of Savoy. I t is on 
the high Alps which separate Le Valais from 
Piedmont ; and it was, before the Simplon and 
Mount Cenis’ roads were made by Bonaparte, 
one of the greatest passages between Switzer­
land and Italy. It is still a very considerable
thoroughfare, especially for the poor Pied­
montese, who cross every spring to Switzer­
land and France for employ. This Hospice 
has twelve monks, and six domestics, constantly 
resident to receive the poor without payment, 
and succour the distressed traveller. To this 
end, the domestics go out almost every morn­
ing during the winter, on different routes, to 
search for travellers who may have lost their 
way. They take with them dogs of a Spanish 
breed, called the St. Bernard dogs, very large 
and powerful, who have a sagacity so unerring, 
that they follow the tracks, though covered with 
eight feet of snow. They go before the do­
mestics, clearing a path with their heads and 
feet ; and as soon as a traveller is near, they in­
variably smell him out, and lead the servant to 
him. The domestic is furnished with bread and 
wine ; and sometimes a dog is sent out alone, with 
a basket tied to his neck, containing these ne­
cessaries. The number of lives saved is in­
credible. Last winter an old man was found 
quite frozen, whom they restored to life. Two 
other men had been carried away by an ava­
lanche of snow, and would undoubtedly have
perished but for the Hospice. One single dog 
has saved the lives of five persons; his name 
is Jupiter ; there are four others, named Lion, 
Turk, Pallas, and Castor. W e had them called 
to us, that we might caress them, for they are 
good-natured and generous animals. In the 
course of last year twelve thousand travellers 
passed some time at the Hospice. Last night 
there were four or five hundred persons who 
slept here. I t  was a double festival. The snow 
falls almost all the year; it freezes commonly 
in the morning, even during the height of sum­
mer ; and the lake behind the house is frequently 
frozen over throughout the year. This after­
noon the thermometer was 44 ; whilst yesterday 
at Martigny it was nearly 80. Close to the 
Hospice was formerly a Roman temple, dedi­
cated to Jupiter; on the site of which various 
antiquities are continually found. When we 
first arrived, a monk, in a loose habit of black, 
buttoned down close in front, with a black cap, 
received us, and showed us first into the dining­
room, and then to our chambers. Soon after 
another monk walked out .with us, and pointed 
out the chief beauties around. At one place he
showed us the division between Switzerland 
and Italy ; and I  trod at the same time on 
both countries. He bid us mark several spots 
where the dogs had discovered frozen tra­
vellers, and had been the means of saving 
them: one he particularly pointed out, where 
they had discovered a peasant’s family perish­
ing in the snow; upon which one of these 
noble animals had contrived to take up an 
infant, and place it on its back, and then 
hastened to the Hospice, to fetch persons 
who might rescue the unhappy parents. The 
story affected us almost to tears. I t  is not 
only the frost and snow which create the 
danger, but the dreadful storms of wind, which 
come on quite unexpectedly, and carry away 
the traveller. To support their expenses, 
the monks in the summer entertain visitors, 
who make presents to the institution. Last 
Wednesday, forty strangers, mostly English, 
breakfasted here. At seven o’clock this eve­
ning the bell rang, and we were ushered 
into the salle-à-manger. All the monks were
present. Latin prayers were said. The monks 
each took one or two of us between them ; and 
an excellent supper was served up. The con­
versation was most friendly and agreeable. I 
was placed next the Provost. I conceived that 
our hosts might be men of some theological 
learning, and turned the conversation to the 
subject of religion, and to the doctrine of Au­
gustine, the founder of their order. I  could 
not discover, however, that they were much 
read on these questions. Practical, solid be­
nevolence seems the only business of their 
lives. A  monk, however, on the other side of 
the table, began to talk with me on the French 
preachers, and the striking Sermons of Bry- 
dayne, just published. He agreed with me 
in admiring the fine, affecting appeals, which 
abound in this writer. The Provost told me, 
that in the year 1800, Bonaparte passed the 
Great St. Bernard. He had sent over sixty 
thousand men from France to Italy, who were 
three weeks in crossing. He came himself after­
wards on a mule, for which he gave thirty louis
at Martigny; it stumbled on the way, and, 
but for the guide catching him in his arms, 
he would have fallen down the precipice. He 
afterwards rewarded the man for his prompt­
ness, who was known ever after in the village 
by the name of Bonaparté. Napoleon staid 
two hours and a half at the Hospice ; he was 
dark and thoughtful ; said only a few words ; 
ate of the provisions he had brought with him ; 
accepted a little of then- wine ; appeared lost 
in silence ; asked if they knew the strength of 
a neighbouring fort ; went down to Italy, and 
fought the battle of Marengo ! He treated the 
convent as well as he could ; but the monks 
lost every thing during the war, even to their 
linen and furniture. After supper, Latin grace 
was again said; the Provost beginning, and 
the other monks making responses. W e re­
tired to our rooms directly after supper. I 
conceive there are few institutions so valuable, 
in a humane point of view, as this. I t  is 
painful to think, that some impostors went 
about Europe a few years since collecting
alms, as they pretended, for the Hospice. 
They came to England, and were at Oxford, 
They were Piedmontese. Efforts were made 
by many benevolent persons to raise subscrip­
tions for them ; but the fraud was at length 
detected. The Provost requested us to state, 
that the Hospice never collects contributions, 
except in their own country, Switzerland. , I  
just add, that a regular journal of the state of 
the weather at the Hospice, with the principal 
events that occur, ' and especially the lives 
saved, is published once a month in one of 
the periodical works at Geneva, I  think the 
“ Bibliotheque Universelle.” It is generally 
observed, that when the thermometer is 62° at 
Geneva, it is 32° here. But I must hurry to- 
bed. O that my dear Ann and Eliza could 
have been here ! My sweet little girl would 
have so liked to have seen these fine dogs, 
which are almost as large as heifers, and live 
upon a sour sort of soup, made on purpose 
for them ; their fame is spread throughout the 
world, and pictures of them are multiplied.
One of them, who saved twelve or thirteen 
persons, was stuffed after his death, and is now 
at Bern *.
Lyddes, half-past twelve, Tuesday Morning. 
—We had a simple breakfast provided for us 
this morning by the monks at St. Bernard. 
W e visited the chapel, which is neat and com­
modious, and my friend and I  between us, 
dropped, with delight, five louis d’or in the 
poor's box. The Hospice itself was built in 
1550, and has been enlarged several times. 
The walls are enormously thick ; the ground- 
floor is all arched ; and the walls are strength­
ened by strong buttresses on the side of the 
Lake. In the chapel is a monument erected 
to the memory of Dessaix, by Bonaparte. Our 
chambers were convenient—the furniture old 
—the beds good—the windows with double 
glass sashes; crucifixes in the rooms. The 
Provost, or head of the convent, together with 
the prior, breakfasted with us ; the rest of the 
monks had each a pewter dish of soup, which
* I saw a beautiful engraving at Paris, o f the dog in 
the act o f saving the infant; as mentioned above, p. 79.
they ate standing. W e again saw our friends 
the dogs before we went ; two are of a brown 
speckled colour, and three white, with fawn 
ears : their heads are very large ; enormous 
teeth; necks thick, and with flesh hanging 
down like a bull’s ; front feet amazingly strong ; 
they stand very high upon their legs; the 
haunches and hind legs are like those of hounds ; 
they add to all their other qualities, that of 
being excessively gentle. Thus have we vi­
sited this remarkable establishment, which has 
afforded us more pleasure, perhaps, than any 
thing we have seen during our whole journey. 
The monks seldom are able to live many years 
at St. Bernard. The provost was going down 
to the lower lands to-day. Winter will set-in 
in ten days. Sometimes all the domestics, all 
the dogs, and all the monks, are out in the 
middle of the night for hours, when travellers 
are in particular danger: and it has happened, 
that an avalanche from the mountains has car­
ried them all away, without the possibility of 
their being succoured *. The benevolence and
* See note at the end of this Letter.
courage of this kind fraternity amount, there­
fore, to a sort of devotion quite extraordinary. 
This is the only convent which Bonaparte 
spared. It is curious, that by this same route, 
by which Bonaparte invaded Italy, Hannibal 
is supposed to have led the Carthaginian 
forces, for a similar design, two thousand years 
ago. But it is yet more curious, that Julius 
Caesar is thought to have conducted the Roman 
legions to conquer Gaul by the same Alps, 
which Bonaparte crossed in conducting the 
legions of Gaul to conquer Rome. Such are 
human glory and ambition !
Martigny, six o'clock, Wednesday Morning.— 
W e returned here last night at seven, and 
found one of our carriages sent, as we had re­
quested, to meet us from Lausanne, with a 
letter from my dearest Ann, giving a charming 
account of her health and comfort there ; this 
is next to her being strong enough to have ac­
companied us. Thus has our second little tour 
to Chamouny of eight days terminated. The 
weather has been most fine the whole time.
W e have seen some of the greatest curiosities 
in Switzerland and Savoy : the Valley of the 
Cluse, Chamouny, Mont Blanc, the Mer de 
Glace, and above all, the Great St. Bernard. 
W e might now return to Lausanne in a day > 
but we are tempted to make a detour into 
Northern Italy : we are only about three days' 
journey from Milan ; whither our kind fellow- 
traveller wishes us to accompany him, on his 
way to Rome. W e are going off then, not on 
mules, but in the carriage with post-horses, 
towards this splendid city. May God direct, 
over-rule, and bless this extension of our 
journey, to the further instruction of our minds 
and establishment of our healths !
Sion, Wednesday Noon, Sept. 10.—This is 
the capital of the Valais—two thousand five 
hundred inhabitants. W e arrived here at 
half past ten to dinner. The road has been 
beautiful, between the rocks which crown each 
side of the valley. Any one of this range 
would form an object of extreme interest ; but 
we are here so surrounded with beauty and
grandeur, that it is impossible to dwell on the 
details.
Brieg, at the foot o f the Simplon, 70 miles 
from Martigny, seven o'clock, Wednesday Even- 
ing.—W e have arrived here, after twelve hours’ 
driving. W e have come post. By voituriers 
we should have been two days and a half. At 
Sion, where we dined, we went to see the Ca­
thedral and the Church of the Jesuits (for 
they have been restored), who have the direc­
tion of the education here ; they have built a 
new church within these three years. The 
most striking proof perhaps of their spirit is, 
that there is not one bookseller in Sion ; no, 
nor is there one in all the Canton of the Va­
lais, though containing one hundred thousand 
souls. The fact seems incredible : but I was 
solemnly assured of it by the printer at Sion, 
to whom the guide took me when I  inquired 
for the bookseller’s. This printer, by the by, 
is allowed to work only under the direction of 
the Jesuits, and prints nothing but books of 
devotion. After leaving Sion, we passed the
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Diablerets Mountains, where éboulements are 
often falling: two, in 1714 and 1749, ravaged 
the neighbouring valley. An old man lived three 
months there in his overwhelmed cottage before 
he could effect his escape. The agriculture of 
this lovely valley is sadly neglected ; all is left 
to wild nature. The Rhone is not banked; 
the lands are not drained ; a large part of the 
valley is a marsh. The vines are, however, 
so far attended to, that terraces are formed for 
their creeping up the mountains to an extreme 
height. The number of villages and private 
houses built in the most romantic situations, on 
the sides of the mountains, is very great, and 
strikingly beautiful. They seem like nests 
built by birds. On the utmost heights are 
often raised small chapels; to which pro­
cessions are made in crowds, on certain festi­
vals, by the poor superstitious people of this 
Canton. On the whole, this valley, the largest 
in Switzerland, reaching from Geneva to the 
Glacier of the Rhone, and bounded by chains 
of diversified mountains, with snowy Alps per­
petually rising above them, fertile beyond con­
ception, and watered by the Rhone, has more 
than 'equalled all our expectations, except as 
the indolence of man has impeded the bounties 
of a kind Providence, and a grateful soil. The 
day has been most fine, and nothing but the 
dust has annoyed us. The goîtres now are 
quite distressing ; we have seen some literally 
hanging down upon the breasts of the suf­
ferers. The thermometer has been about 80°. 
W e have had to regret the indisposition of our 
friend, who has been attacked with pain in his 
face ; my dear sons and myself are quite well. 
May God fill our hearts with some sense of his 
manifold bounties and goodness ! the lessons 
we have the opportunity of learning are most 
numerous and most important. This deplora­
ble Catholic Canton, so far as I  can observe, 
speaks for itself, to all who are in love with 
Jesuits and bad government.
Note referred to p. 84.
I subjoin the following incident furnished me by a 
friend.
The Italian courier passed a few winters ago from 
Aoste to the Great St. Bernard, on a very inclement 
afternoon. The monks endeavoured to persuade him to 
abandon all thought of going forward. H e was deter­
mined to proceed. They then sent two servants with 
him to direct him on his way. As these did not return 
when they were expected, another domestic, with three 
dogs, was despatched in search of them. The dogs re­
fused to move, though they were the best of the whole 
number—this was the sure sign that extreme danger 
was on the road. However, life was at stake, and the 
dogs were at length induced to go. That night no soul 
retv n ed , neither men nor dogs. Some days afterwards 
they were discovered buried under an avalanche, about 
half a league from the convent, all dead.
The same friend has given me a copy of the following 
beautiful hymn to the Holy Spirit, which he translated 
from the Latin prayer-book of the Great St. Bernard, 
probably composed from some of the writings of St- 
Augustine, the founder of their order :
“  Come, Holy Spirit, and send from Heaven a ray of 
thy light. Come, thou father of the poor, thou giver of 
gifts, thou light o f the world, the blessed comforter, the 
sweet guest of the soul, and its sweet refreshment ; thou, 
our repose in labour, our coolness in heat, our comfort 
in affliction ! Oh, most blessed Spirit, fulfil the hearts 
of thy faithful people ! W ithout thy influence there is
tiling in man which is not weakness and guilt. Oh, 
cleanse that which is sordid ; bedew that which is dried 
up ; heal that which is wounded ; bend that which is 
stubborn; cherish in thy bosom that which is cold; 
guide that which is wandering; and grant unto thy 
servants, putting their trust in thee, the merit of thy 
righteousness; grant them final salvation, grant them 
everlasting joy ! O Lord, hear my prayer, and let my 
cry come unto thee !”
In this sublime and affecting prayer, there is not 
a petition in which the devout Protestant would not 
heartily join, except, perhaps, that which implores of the 
Holy Spirit, “ the merit of his righteousness,” which 
savours of the sentiment embraced by St. Austin, and 
held till the period of the Reformation, that justification 
was an habit of grace infused into the soul— an error, how­
ever, which, when united with an exclusive trust in the 
forgiving mercy of God, through the death of Christ 
only, for everlasting salvation, is not fundamental.
I add another prayer from the same offertory, free from 
any savour of superstition, the expressions concerning 
our Lord’s body being warranted, I think, by the terms 
of Scripture, though they may be open to abuse.
“  O blessed Lord Jesus Christ, I pray that thy most 
holy name may be the last word that my mouth shall 
ever utter! O gracious Jesus, I pray that thy most 
sacred body may be my last refreshment, and the sus­
tenance which I shall enjoy and feed upon for ever ! O
gracious Lord, I pray that my last sigh may be the last 
pain I shall endure to all eternity ! O gracious Lord, I 
pray that thy most blessed face may be the first object 
which my soul shall behold, when it is released from this 
mortal body ! O gracious Lord, I pray that thou thyself 
wouldest be my guide and my companion from this land 
of exile, to my eternal home and country ! Amen !”
The pastor Henhófer.
Before I close this note I will subjoin some further 
particulars o f the conversion of the Pastor Henhufer, o f  
whom I have made mention in vol. i. pp. 45, 58, 69 ,136. 
It is just as this sheet was going through the press that 
I obtained the information.
M. Aloyx Henhofer was Catholic curé of the com­
munes of Muhlhausen and Steineyg. In proportion as he 
studied the Sacred Scriptures, with a conscientious desire 
to fulfil his pastoral duties, his preaching began to savor 
of the doctrine of Christ; and he gradually proclaimed 
the gospel with so much unction and force, that multi­
tudes came from the most distant villages to hear him. 
H e was soon cited to appear before the Ecclesiastical 
authorities at Bruchsal to give an account o f his doc­
trines. It was on this occasion he published the Con­
fession to which 1 have alluded, vol. i. p. 136. In this he 
declares that all the time he was curd of Muhlhausen he  
never said a word contrary to the principles of the Ca­
tholic church ; and when he preached against the abuse 
of ceremonies, it was only to combat the error of some of 
his parishioners, who thought to satisfy their consciences 
by merely observing the exterior forms of religion. The  
authorities of Bruchsal deprived him of his living, de­
claring, that by his “  Confession” he had pronounced his 
own separation. The Baron de Gemmingen, lord of the 
parish, with all his household, and the curé Henhöfer at 
the head of forty families, comprising about 220 persons, 
soon after publicly separated themselves from the church 
of Rome. They made a profession of their faith in the 
evangelical doctrines in the Baronial Chapel of Steineyg, 
and then, as many of them as were adults, received the 
Holy Communion according to the rites adopted since the 
reunion of the Lutheran and Calvinistic churches. This 
affecting ceremony was celebrated in a Catholic country, 
in the midst of a crowd assembled from all the neigh­
bouring places, with doors and windows open, without 
the slightest interruption or disturbance— a proof of 
the excellent temper which prevails between the two 
communions in the Grand Duchy of Baden. As about 
half the parish of Muhlhausen remained Catholics, and 
the new converts had of course no claim to the revenues 
of the living nor to the use of the parish church, they
have for the present joined themselves to the parish of Ur­
bain de Pforzheim, and divine service is celebrated in the 
chapel of the Castle of Steineyg. M. Henhüfer has not 
at present thought it right to remain as their pastor, on 
account of the umbrage it would give the Catholics. 
Nevertheless he was examined as a protestant candidate 
April 11, 1820, and was ordained the following day. He  
is a pious, calm, amiable man, who has acquired sur­
prising influence by his personal character. His pub­
lication has created a lively sensation in Alsace, and the 
Catholics read it  with even more eagerness than the Pro­
testants.
The Baron de Gemmingen has addressed a letter to 
the inhabitants on his estate, from which I give an ex­
tract as a specimen of the truly evangelical principles on 
which his conversion rests.
“  Some have said that the motive which has deter­
mined us to embrace the Evangelical Religion is, that it 
is more convenient; and that we should not have thought 
of it, i f  it had imposed more difficult duties. Such lan­
guage can only proceed from the most profound igno­
rance, and has no need of refutation with men of un­
derstanding. W ithout doubt a Catholic, who knows 
nothing but his own church, may be led to think, in 
seeing the small number of rites practised in the evan­
gelical religion, that this religion is more easy, more con­
venient, according to the judgment of this world, than
that of the Church of Rome. But, my dear friends, the 
man who attaches himself only to the exterior of religion, 
who follows the usages of such or such a church, without 
possessing the interior life of grace, without having re­
ceived Christ into his heart, without seeing ever in him, 
his Redeemer, his only benefactor ; without being pene­
trated with a gratitude towards him whioh inflames his 
whole soul, and which increases in proportion as he dis­
covers more his own corruption ; this man, to whatever 
communion he belongs, is an useless member of the 
body of Jesus Christ, a branch dried up, which cannot 
produce any abiding fruit. The interior life, or the new 
birth of the man, is the essential condition without which 
110 one can enter into the kingdom of God. Our Lord 
himself has explained this truth with great force in his 
conversation with Nicodemus by night. To put off the old 
man, to strive against one’s passions, is a task more dif­
ficult than the observing of these exterior practices, from
 
which interior Christianity lias but too often suffered.” 
Such are some of the circumstances of this remarkable 
conversion. The Scriptures studied with humble prayer 
seem, under the influence of the Holy Spirit, to have 
been the only guide. May the same sacred book, in the 
hands of that Spirit, lead more and more, both of Catho­
lic and Protestant pastors, to the true knowledge of Christ : 
soon would the wilderness of this world blossom and 
flourish, and the visible church regain its primitive 
holiness and glory.
L E T T E R  X III.
Brieg, 296 miles from  Lausanne, Sept. 11, 
1823, Thursday M orning, half-past 
five.
T h i s  town of Brieg, my dear 
Sister, is of considerable extent ; I should think 
it has three hundred houses ; it is about two 
thousand feet above the sea. The Jesuits’ church 
is conspicuous. It is here that the celebrated 
road of the Simplon properly begins, though it 
commences, in a manner, as far back as Geneva ; 
the road from Geneva to Brieg having been 
widened and improved, at the same time that 
it was carried over the Alps to Italy. Simplon 
is the name of a village on a mountain of the 
Haut Valais, in the chain of Alps between 
Switzerland and Italy. The road was made 
by Bonaparte : he employed thirty thousand 
men upon it for four or five years ; it is twenty-
five feet wide everywhere—a prodigious work 
rivalling the labours of ancient Rome. The 
highest point is six thousand one hundred 
and seventy-four feet above the sea, and the 
ascent is only about two inches and a half in 
six feet, a rise so gradual as to be easy to the 
heaviest waggons.
Per sal, on the Simplon, half-past ten.—W e 
have now come the first stage on this famous 
road. The rise is gentle beyond all concep­
tion, so that an English coachman would drive 
up it on a trot ; it is as smooth as our Bath 
road. The plan adopted is, to follow the sides 
of mountains with such care as. always to pre­
serve the gradual ascent. Half the road has 
been made by blowing up rocks, and building 
terraces from the valleys, with bridges over the 
ravines, when the road arrives at them. Granite 
stones are placed at short intervals on each 
side, with strong railing on the edge of preci­
pices. The prospects as you ascend are soft 
and pleasing. The valleys—the town of Brieg 
—mountains of firs—variations in the whole
scenery, at every tenth step. The conception 
of this road, and its execution, reflect an honour 
on the name of Bonaparte, which all his mili­
tary ambition never deserved. Every traveller 
of every country, forgetting the private motives 
of the design, applauds the admirable ingenuity, 
hardihood, and usefulness of the enterprise.
Domo (TOso/a, in the Valley o f Osola, six 
o'clock, Thursday Evening.—W e have now 
passed the remainder of the Simplon. It 
really rises in my estimation. Not only is 
the road of a convenient width and excellent 
smoothness, but ten or twelve refuges are 
built for travellers overtaken by bad weather. 
In one of these we dined, at half-past ten. 
W e had boiled mutton, roast veal, potatoes, 
salad, and very good light wine, for four 
of us, for eight francs, about six shillings 
altogether. In continuing our route we had 
the Alps constantly in view, especially the 
Roseberg, or Roseboden, the next highest 
mountain to Mont Blanc. There are six or 
eight tunnels, or galleries, cut through solid
rocks, through which the road passes; one 
gallery is six hundred and eighty-three feet 
long. At one place there are four beautiful 
cascades falling down the rocks, which are 
carried under the road by aqueducts. Bona­
parte began a new Hospice: it has fourteen 
windows in front, and five on each side. The 
work has stood still since 1814. An immense 
pillar of granite lies neglected along the road, 
in another part, designed for his triumphal 
arch at Milan. I t attests, in the most affecting 
manner, the total change which his fall instantly 
occasioned. Not a creature has cared to re­
move it out of the way, or apply it to any 
other purpose. We were six hours and a half 
attaining the highest point of the road. The 
zig-zags which it takes, to preserve the gentle 
ascent, are surprising. After passing the village 
of Simplon, we began to descend towards Italy 
through a valley as magnificently, and even sub­
limely rude, as we have yet seen. The horrors 
of the impending rocks—the immense masses 
broken off by the storms, and lying scattered 
around—the perpendicular crags of their lofty
sides—united with the infinite variety which 
reigns in every part, really penetrated my mind 
with astonishment ; accustomed as I  have lately 
been to unusual grandeur in the works of 
nature. Then the descent is so gradual, that 
we drove a fast trot all the way. In short, it 
would be worth while taking the journey to 
see the country, if there were no beautiful 
road ; and it would be almost worth taking the 
journey to see the road, if there were no beau­
tiful country: the combination of the two is 
unequalled, as I  suppose, in the world. At 
four we entered Italy, properly so called, for 
on the continent, Savoy is commonly considered 
as part of Italy. The plain of the Valley 
of Osola is beautiful. It is the first Italian 
plain we have seen ; it differs from the Swiss, 
in its greater fertility, softness, and beauty; 
the meadows are more rich, the trees in finer 
verdure. The town of Domo d’Osola has about 
three thousand inhabitants. There is no book­
seller in the place—I mark this fact where it 
occurs, as drawing after it a thousand conse­
quences. As we entered Italy by Isella, our
baggage was searched ; and the officer told 
us plainly, the objects he looked after were 
books of religion and politics—morals are left 
to themselves. Happily our passports were 
signed by the Austrian Ambassador, or we 
should here have had to retrace our steps. On 
driving into the town, I was surprised to see 
priests, in their peculiar dress, but somewhat 
shabbily attired, standing about idly, or sitting 
in the market-place, at the doors of cabarets, in 
company with the common people. Their jovial, 
careless sort of look struck me as characteristic 
of the manners of too many of that order of 
persons in Italy. The chief church here is of 
modern Greek architecture ; there are three 
altogether, and about fifteen priests. A con­
vent of Capuchins, suppressed by Napoleon, 
has just been restored. W hen we asked the 
innkeeper what curiosities there were in the 
town, he said, there was only a Calvary; a 
superstitious chapel, or temple, on some moun­
tain, with a representation of our Saviour’s 
passion. W e are now in Italy. But, oh, 
how fallen is it ! O, how melancholy to think
of the lost glory of the queen of nations ! 
Ignorance, poverty, dirt, indolence, misery, 
vice, superstition, are but too visible on all sides. 
Half the time, in fact, which God assigned to 
man for labour, is consumed in superstitious 
festivals of Saints ; whilst the one day of sacred 
rest is desecrated to folly and sin. All this 
is the more deplorable, when compared with 
the beauty of the country itself. The air is 
delicious—the balmy atmosphere soothes and 
enchants you. The vines are very different, in 
point of luxuriance and beauty, from those of 
the Rhine or of Switzerland ; they are raised 
on treillises, often of granite, and always in re­
gular order, high enough to form arbours ; so 
that the grass or corn grows beneath, and the 
field is one bower. Where this is not the 
case, you have beech, maple, or peach-trees 
hung with vines, joined from tree to tree by 
branches, suspended on ropes ; at other places, 
the terraces rise, loaded with vines, all up the 
mountain-side. The view of the rich black 
grapes, hanging under the treillis-work, is in­
comparably beautiful. We were, perhaps, a
little partial in our judgment, because the 
grapes of Switzerland, when we left it, were 
as hard as stones ; whereas, here the branches 
hang in rich, ripe clusters every where; so 
that our postillion, as he walks up a hill, or a 
boy conducting us to a sight, gathers large 
bunches unasked, and brings them to us. I  
conceive Italy must be something like ancient 
Palestine, though perhaps inferior.
Arona, 41 villes from  Domo d'Osola, eight 
o’clock, Friday Evening.—The weather is most 
propitious. We have had only one wet day 
(August 31), since the storm on the Righi : 
to-day there has been a soft, delightful tem­
perature, without excessive heat. We set 
off at seven this morning, and have been tra­
velling a great way by the margin of the 
lovely Italian lake, called Lago Maggiore ; its 
waters are smooth as a mirror, so as to re­
flect every thing on its banks ; towns on each 
side mountains, in varied outline, crowning 
the prospect—the near scenery soft and lovely, 
the distant bold and magnificent. From Ba- 
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veno, we embarked to visit the Borromean Isles, 
so called from the ancient Italian family which 
possesses and has adorned them. They are 
two, Isola Bella and Isola Madre. The prin­
cipal one is a mile and a half round ; ori­
ginally a barren rock, but now covered with 
gardens, grottos, and terraces, raised on arches 
and arcades. In some parts the arches are ten 
stories high, one over another, raised from the 
lower part of the rock, to the higher terraces. 
The appearance of these arches and terraces 
from the road was most beautiful. W e saw 
here cypresses of an enormous girth, aloes, 
Egyptian grapes, serpentine cucumbers a yard 
and a half long; a plant from the Canaries, 
which grew twenty-four feet high in thirty-two 
days ; but the most abundant species of trees 
were the lemons, which lined the walls of the 
terraces, and had large cabbages planted at 
their roots, to protect them from the intensé 
heat of the sun. There were also citron and 
orange trees in profusion. In  short, these 
islands are the model of perfection in their 
way—which way, indeed, has been out of taste
for about a century, but still rewards one 
richly for the trouble of a visit. . 'The Bor- 
romean Palaces, in each island, are emblems of 
Itàlian finery and negligence. The wings' of 
the principal one are completed; but the body 
is nothing but bare walls. I understand this 
is almost general in Italy; the nobles build1, 
or rather begin to build, immense houses— 
they half finish them—they soon allow them 
to decay and go to ruin : a complete well-ap­
pointed mansion is rare in this country. “ In 
approaching this town of Arona, where I  now 
am, we ascended a hill to examine a colossal 
statue of Cardinal Charles Borromeo, an emit 
nent benefactor to Milan, and founder of the 
Sunday Schools still existing there ;: he died 
in the year 1584. The statue itself is seventy- 
two feet high—twelve times the natural dize, and 
three or four times as high, I think, as the Duke 
of Bedford's, in Russell Square—the pedestal 
tliirty-six feet. iT.he arm is.twenty-eight feet 
long, the head twenty feet round,1 the nose two 
feet seven inches long, the circuit of the cloak 
fifty-four feet, See. &c. The attitude is that of
one blessing the people. The right hand is 
raised gently, the left clasps the Bible (which 
is thirteen feet high) ; the head is bare ; the 
countenance most benignant; the garments 
those of a cardinal, in easy,' flowing dra­
pery. So admirably natural is the whole, that 
you have no idea of its enormous dimensions 
on first looking at it. It is curious that we 
thought we discovered a likeness between the 
Cardinal and the present Count Borromeo, 
whom we had happened to meet as we landed 
on his Island : the resemblance in the nose 
seemed to us to be striking. This Colossus is 
made of bronze; the pedestal is of stone. 
There are no steps up the pedestal; but my 
boys ascended by a ladder from the outside to 
the part of the statue where the fold of the 
cloak falls. Under this fold they entered, and 
then ascended to the head of the figure and 
looked through the nostrils. I really quite 
trembled as they went up the quivering ladder 
of forty-eight steps ; and when they entered 
the statue, and looked out to me from a win­
dow which opened in the back of it, a hundred
feet above my head (half as high as the Monu­
ment in London), I was really alarmed. Thank 
God, they came down safe.—The inns in Italy 
are contrived for coolness. W e are now sitting 
with our windows open ; flower-pots are placed 
in every nook ; grapes hang all around in rich 
clusters ; open galleries and platforms conduct 
from one part of the house to another ; the 
floors are all brick or stone ; the rooms are 
lofty ; and if they were but clean all would be 
well. We have now the finest fruit at break­
fast and dinner, and good light wines at a 
franc a bottle. The people are of a copper 
colour. The women wear handkerchiefs over 
their heads like veils. At Domo d’Osola, the 
streets had two narrow slips of smooth flags in 
the middle, for the wheels of the carriages { 
the rest being rough pebbles. W e are under 
stricter police laws than ever : our passports 
are sent for at every town, as soon as we enter ; 
and we have a license for post-horses, which 
we have to show at each stage. Such is the 
liberty of the Sardinian and Austrian domi­
nions in Italy. There are about three thou­
sand people in this Arona, six churches and 
forty priests, with sixty monks ; no bookseller 
compare this with the state of English towns 
of similar extent. The Borromeo motto is 
Humilitas ; which is inscribed even on each 
flower-pot of the superb garden in the Islands, 
and on the picture of the Ascension of St. 
Borromeo to Heaven, in the church of what is 
called the Sacred Mount, on which the stu­
pendous statue is placed; on the ascent to 
which mount, by the by, there are six or more 
chapels dedicated to the same Saint. I asked 
the waiter here, if they were all Catholics at 
Arona he looked at me with astonishment, 
and said, yes —I told him I was an English­
man and a Protestant, and that we believed in 
Jesus Christ our Saviour, though we did not 
believe in the Pope ; at which the man seemed 
more astonished still.
Milan, Saturday Evening, half-past eight, 
Sept. 13, 44 miles from Arm a, about 1950 
miles from  London.—W e set off this morning 
at half-past seven, and came to Sesto Calende,
where the Lombardo-Venetian kingdom of the 
Emperor of Austria begins. W e dined at 
Cascenia at half-past eleven, and entered Milan 
at half-past three. The country through which 
we passed is flat, and wretchedly cultivated, 
but fertile. Many of the churches have small 
square towers, very lofty, with six or seven 
stories. The towns are slovenly, and dirty 
beyond all description ; one would think there 
was scarcely a comfortable house in them. In 
coming down to Sesto, we had a noble view of 
Mount Rosa, with its perpetual snows, which 
appeared higher than any Alp we had seen, 
on account of the low situation of the plain 
from which we viewed it. It was with re­
gret we took leave, for a time, of these mag­
nificent scenes. I will just say, about the 
Alps of Switzerland generally (before I quit 
the subject), that the line where the snow 
rests on them perpetually is from eight thou­
sand four hundred and fifty, to nine thousand 
one hundred feet above the level of the sea; 
the line where fir trees and flowers flourish,
six thousand ; the lowest line where corn will 
grow, three thousand seven hundred and fifty ; 
and where vines can be cultivated, one thou­
sand nine hundred and fifty feet. I should 
have told you, that in Savoy the women were 
the chief labourers in the field. I saw several 
times a plough with a woman guiding it, who 
at the same time drove a miserable lean cow 
which drew it through the dusty land. But 
to return to our route to Milan—We were 
much surprised to find more than one large 
church built in the midst of the fields, with not 
a house near ; and, therefore, apparently for the 
travelling peasants in passing from town to town. 
This may perhaps be an excusable trait of super­
stition : a trait of another kind we discovered 
at dinner. The waiter asked us three francs 
each for some cold meat, wine, and fruits ; we 
hesitated. Upon which an English gentleman 
told us, we had only to give him two francs 
each, and one for himself, and he would be 
content ; the rogue took the money without a 
word, Milan, where we now are, is considered
the largest city of Italy, after Rome. I t  is 
said to cover more ground than even Naples. 
I t  was the ancient Mediolanum; and was 
founded as early as Tarquinius Priscus, 670 
years before Christ. I t  is in 45° 3(y N. lat. 
and 9° 29' E. long, from Greenwich. It was 
the capital of Bonaparte’s kingdom of Italy, 
as it is now of the Lombardo-Venetian of 
Austria. I t  has nearly one hundred and fifty 
thousand inhabitants; is above ten miles in 
circuit, and is one of the very few great cities 
not built on a river. The Adda and Tesin, 
however, communicate with it by canals. We 
are at the Royal Hotel, and are extremely well 
accommodated. The landlord tells us that his 
servants have, during the last nine years, per­
fectly learned the English taste. Immediately 
after our arrival, we hastened to see the cele­
brated Cathedral, built of white marble, and 
the largest in Italy, next to St. Peter’s at 
Rome. It is four hundred and forty-nine feet 
long, two hundred and seventy-five wide, and 
two hundred and thirty-eight high. I t was 
begun in 1386, and is yet unfinished ; but,
strange to say, Bonaparte did more to com­
plete it in a few years, than had been done in 
three hundred previous, or than will be done, 
perhaps, in three hundred to come. This 
noble edifice bursts upon the eye most majes­
tically as you first approach it. The immense 
mass of perfectly white marble, of which it is 
built, its amazing size, the labour bestowed upon 
its several parts, and the exquisite finish of the 
ornaments and statues which adorn it, fill the 
mind of a stranger with admiration. W e gained 
the best idea of the beauties of this alabaster 
prodigy by going up on the marble roof. 
W e then saw quite closely the fret-work, the 
carving, and the sculpture, and marked the 
grace of the figures, and the symmetry and 
elegance of each pinnacle. We walked up 
stairs of marble, we leaned on balustrades of 
marble, we passed through galleries of marble ; 
whilst the walls were literally studded with 
statues, and every niche filled with its arch­
bishop or saint—there are in all more than 
four thousand figures. The fact is, as marble 
admits of nicer workmanship than stone, full
advantage lias been taken of this. The in­
terior of the building, however, is obscured 
with dust and smoke, and incense, and burning 
lamps ; so that it does not look near so hand­
some as the outside. The statue of St. Bar­
tholomew is considered as a chef-d’œuvre—but 
the subject is frightful—the martyr is repre­
sented just as he was being flayed alive—the 
skin hangs loose like a garment behind him. 
Two pulpits in the choir much pleased us. 
They are of fine bronze, each running round an 
immense pillar, like a gallery ; one is supported 
with admirable figures of Cyprian, Ambrose, 
Austin, and Jerome ; and the other, by the 
four mysterious animals of Ezekiel. The tomb 
of Carlo Borromeo is most splendid. It is a 
room of silver gilt, and contains a superb altar, 
and the history, in bas-relief, of the chief events 
of his life—beyond conception magnificent. 
The summit of the tower presents a beautiful 
view of the city and plain of Milan ; with its 
rivers, gardens, groves, vineyards, and nu­
merous towns; bounded by the neighbouring 
Alps, and more remote Apennines. Still all is
an entire flat ; the plain o f fa ir  Italy. In this 
respect, Switzerland, dear Switzerland, far sur­
passes it. As we approached Milan, a small 
hedge in the road concealed the whole of the 
place from us. The town has many fine streets 
with handsome foot-pavements. Superb edifices 
and palaces abound. I observe all is done to 
keep out the heat : the shops have no windows ; 
curtains hang on the outside of the doors ; the 
people come out chiefly in the evening. The 
streets have two single rows of flags for the 
wheels of the carriages in the middle, and some­
times double sets. The windows have three 
shutters : first, Venetian ; then glass ; then on 
the inside, wood, to keep out the hot air.
Sunday Morning', Sept. 14.—This is one of 
my melancholy Sundays. An immense Catholic 
town of one hundred and fifty thousand souls. 
The ecclesiastical apparatus is enormous ; about 
two hundred churches, eighty convents, and one 
hundred religious houses, (compare this with 
the Protestant establishments of Birmingham 
or Manchester). But this excessive supersti­
tion goes hand in hand with secret infidelity, 
ignorance, and vice. I feel, however, a vene­
ration for Milan on two accounts : St. Ambrose, 
whom Milner dwells on with such commenda­
tions, was the light of this city in the fourth 
century ; Carlo Borromeo, whose benevolence 
exceeds all description, was Archbishop here in 
the sixteenth. This last I know at present little 
of ; but Ambrose was one of the most humble 
and spiritual of the fathers of the church, two 
or three centuries before popery, properly speak­
ing, began. In this city Ambrose preached : it 
was here Austin heard him, attracted by the 
fame of his eloquence*. O that God might 
raise up another Ambrose to purify and recall 
the city and churches, which he instructed thir­
teen or fourteen centuries ago ! Nothing is 
impossible with God ; but popery seems to in­
fatuate this people. It is on this church of 
Milan that notices are affixed, that whoever 
says a mass there may deliver any one he
* See note in the following page.
c h o o s e s  from purgatory. But once more adieu. 
May God make m e  p r i z e  m o r e  t h e  essence of 
C h r i s t i a n i t y ,  a n d  d w e l l  l e s s  on t h o s e  a d v e n t i ­
tious circumstances w h i c h  are so s o o n  c o n v e r t e d  
to superstition. The gospel i n  all i t s  s i m p l i c i t y ,  
power, h o l i n e s s ,  and love, i s  all i n  all.
Y ours,
D. W.
N ote referred to in preceding page.
Ambrose was one of the brightest luminaries of the 
fourth century. H e was born in the year 338, and was 
educated for the law. The emperor Valentinian ap­
pointed him judge at Milan, A. D. 374, where he be­
came renowned for prudence and justice during five 
years. A t the end of that time, a tumult having arisen 
in the Cathedral at the election of a Bishop, Ambrose 
repaired thither in order to quell it. An infant’s voice 
was on a sudden heard in the crowd, “  Ambrose is 
Bishop." The whole assembly caught the words, and, 
forgetting he was a layman, vociferated with one consent, 
“  Ambrose is Bishop.” The Judge was confounded 
and alarmed, and absolutely refused to accept of the 
nomination. The Emperor, however, whose court was at
Milan, at length compelled him to assent. H is first act 
was to make over all his property to the church.- He 
then commenced a particular and most devout study of 
the Scriptures. H is labours afterwards as Bishop were 
incessant. In the instruction of catechumens he em­
ployed so much pains, that five Bishops could scarcely 
do what he alone got through. H e preached every 
Lord’s day, a-nd frequently in the week. W hen he 
was fiercely persecuted by Justina the Empress, a pa­
troness of Arianism, and was required to yield up his 
church, he spent whole days and nights in the sacred 
place, employing the people in singing divine hymns 
and psalms ; and on this occasion he introduced, for the 
first time, the responsive singing, after the manner of 
the East, to preserve them from weariness. Arianism 
was by his doctrine and his zeal at length expelled from 
Italy. B ut still many persons of distinction in the city 
remained Pagans, especially amongst the senators. The  
tradition, therefore, as to his Cathedral, mentioned in my 
next letter, may be considered authentic. H is conduct 
towards the Emperor Theodosius has deservedly raised his 
character in all succeeding ages. The Emperor professed 
Christianity, and in the main is thought to have been ä 
decidedly pious prince. But he was of a passionate 
temper, and the inhabitants of Thessalonica having in 
a tum ult put to death one of his officers, he signed a 
warrant for military execution, though he had previously
promised. Ambrose to forgive them. In three hours seven 
thousand persons, without trial and without distinction, 
were massacred. The Bishop upon this refused to admit 
Theodosius into the church of Milan for more than eight 
months, and then only after doing public penance. Mr. 
Addison, who travelled in Italy in 1699 and 1700, says, 
he was shown the gate of a church that St. Ambrose 
shut against the Emperor *. The tradition, I suppose, 
is now lost, as our guide pointed out to us no such 
entrance.
B ut it is as the instructor of his great convert, St. 
Augustine, that I most cherish the memory of Ambrose. 
Austin was sunk in the depths o f Manichæism, when 
about the year 381, and the 30th of his age, a requisition 
was made from Milan to the prefect of Rome, where he 
then resided, to send a Professor of Rhetoric to that city. 
Austin obtained this honourable appointment. He sought 
the acquaintance of Ambrose because he was skilled in rhe­
toric. Ambrose received him like a father, and Austin con­
ceived an affection for him, not as a teacher of truth, 
which he had no idea of discovering in the Christian 
church, but as a man kind to him ; and he studiously 
attended his lectures, only with a curious desire of dis-
* See Addison’s Remarks on Italy, Hurd’s Edition of 
Works, vol. ii. p. 13.
covering whether fame had done justice to his eloquence 
or not. He stood, indifferent and fastidious with respect 
to his matter, and at the same time delighted with the 
sweetness of his language. But the ideas which he neg­
lected came into his mind, together with the words with 
which he was pleased ; and he gradually was brought to 
attend to the doctrines of the Bishop. Thus imper­
ceptibly did the grace of God work in the mind of this 
extraordinary man ! I t was long before he unbosomed 
himself to his instructor. He tells us it was out of his 
power to consult him as he could wish, surrounded as 
he was with crowds of persons whose necessities he re­
lieved. During the little time in which he was from 
them (and the time was but little), he either refreshed 
his body with food or his mind with reading. After 
two or three years of inward conflict, he at length gave 
in his name for Baptism ; which Ambrose administered 
to him, little thinking that he was admitting into the 
church a convert who, in the gracious purposes of God, 
was designed to be the bright glory of the Western 
church, and the main restorer of decayed Christianity 
in the world. There was a little chapel lately rebuilt 
when Mr. Addison visited Milan, on one of the walls of 
which an inscription stated, that it was in that place that 
Austin was baptized, and that on this occasion St. Am­
brose first sung his Te Deum, his great convert answering 
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him verse by verse *. I lost the sight of this curiosity 
also, whether from the ignorance of my guide or not, I 
cannot say. St. Ambrose died in the year 397, in the 
57th year of his age, and the 23d of his Episcopate. 
H e has been charged with leaning too much towards the 
incipient superstitions of his day, and thus unconsciously 
of helping forward the growth of monastic bondage and 
prelatical pride. Something of this charge may be true ; 
but he lived and died firm and unbending in all the 
fundamentals o f divine truth. H e loved the Saviour. 
H e depended on his merits only for justification. H e  
relied on the illumination and grace of the Holy Spirit. 
H e delighted in communion with God. A  rich unction 
of godliness rests on his writings ; and he was one of the 
most fervent, humble, laborious, and charitable of all 
Christian Bishops. I know not whether I am too ardent 
in my feelings ; but I must confess that Zurich, Basle, 
Geneva, Milan, and Lyon, are the spots most dear to 
my recollection amongst all the places crowded with 
beauties of another kind, which have attracted my notice 
during my tour.
I need scarcely add, that in forming my judgment of 
St. Ambrose, my guide has been Milner, whose incom­
* Mr. Addison’s Remarks on Italy, ut supra.
parable Ecclesiastical History, widely as it is circulated, 
is not nearly so well known as it deserves. For evan­
gelical purity, accurate discrimination of character, sound 
judgment, decision, fidelity, I know no book like it in 
the compass of English theology. As an Ecclesiastical 
History it stands not merely unrivalled, but a l o n e .
L E T T E R  XIV.
M ilan, Sunday Evening, Sept. 14, 1823.
MY DEAREST SISTER,
I h a v e  witnessed to-day, with 
grief and indignation, all the superstitions of 
popery in their full triumph. In  other towns, 
the neighbourhood of Protestantism has been 
some check on the display of idolatry ; but 
here in Italy, where a Protestant is scarcely 
tolerated, except in the chapels of ambas­
sadors, all follows the guidance and authority 
of the Pope. At half-past ten this morning 
we went to the Cathedral, where seats were 
obtained for us in the. gallery near the altar. 
We saw the whole of the proceedings ; priests 
almost without end, incense, singing, music, 
processions, perpetual changes of dress ; four 
persons with mitres, whom we were told were
bishops ; a crowd of people coming in and 
going out, and staring around them ; but not 
one prayer, nor one verse of the Holy Scrip­
tures, intelligible to the people, not even if they 
knew Latin, nor one word of a sermon ; in short, 
it was nothing more" nor less than a p a g a n  s h o w . 
W e returned to our inn, and after our English 
service, we went to see the catechising. This 
was founded by Borromeo, in the sixteenth cen­
tury, and is peculiar to the diocese of Milan*. 
The children meet in classes of ten or twenty, 
drawn up between the pillars of the vast ca­
thedral, and separated from each other by cur­
tains, the boys on one side, the girls on the 
other. In  all the churches of the city, there are 
classes also. Many grown people were mingled 
with the children. A priest sat in the midst 
of each class, and seemed to be explaining fa­
miliarly the Christian religion. The sight was 
quite interesting. Tables for learning to write 
were placed in different recesses. The chil­
dren were exceedingly attentive. At the door 
of each school, the words, Pax vobis, Peace
* See note at the end of this letter.
be unto you, were inscribed on a board ; the 
names of the scholars were also on boards. 
Each school had a small pulpit, with a green 
cloth in front, bearing the Borromean motto, 
Humilitas. Now what can, in itself, be more 
excellent than all this ? But mark the corrup­
tion of Popery ; these poor children are all 
made members of a fraternity, and purchase 
indulgences for their sins by coming to school. 
A brief of the Pope, dated 1609, affords a per­
petual indulgence to the children, in a sort of 
running lease of six thousand years, eight thou­
sand years, &c., and these indulgences are ap­
plicable to the recovering souls out of pur­
gatory ; then the prayers before school are full 
of error and idolatry. All this I  saw with my 
own eyes and heard with my own ears ; for I 
was curious to understand the bearings of these 
celebrated schools. Thus is the infant mind 
fettered and chained. Still I do not doubt 
that much good may be done on the whole— 
the Catholic catechisms contain admirable in­
structions and much evangelical matter, though 
mixed up with folly and superstition. After
dinner, at half-past three, we had our second 
English service, and then were hurried out to 
see, what you will think incredible in a Christian 
country, altars set up in the open air to the 
Virgin Mary, with hangings, festoons of lamps, 
priests offering prayers, the streets hung with 
lamps on cords stretched across them, the 
houses and squares gaily adorned with carpets 
and lights ; the churches open and illumi­
nated, with crowds passing in and out; while 
priests were giving relics to kiss to the devotees 
who came kneeling at the altar in the most 
rapid succession ; and soldiers were parading 
about to keep in order the assembled mobs. 
I never was so astonished in all my life. Re­
ligion was, in fact, turned into an o p e n  n o i s y  
a m u s e m e n t . Before the Cathedral itself, there 
was an amazing crowd to witness Punch and 
his wife—literally, Punch and his wife * : priests
* Italy is the native country of Punch.—A priest at 
Naples once observing the crowd more attentive to Punch 
then exhibiting, than to himself who was preaching, 
suddenly seized a crucifix, and pointing to the figure of 
our Lord, exclaimed, “ Ecco il vero Puncinello.” He 
turned the admiration of the multitude instantaneously 
to himself.
were mingled in the crowd ; and the thing is 
so much a matter of course, that every picture 
of this Cathedral has, I  understand, Punch 
and his auditory in the fore-ground ; thus the 
farce is kept up throughout this sacred day. 
And what is all this but the ceremonies of An­
cient Roman Heathenism coloured over with 
Modern Roman Christianity ? The resemblance 
between Popery and Paganism in Italy strikes 
every impartial observer. There are the same 
prostrations—the same offerings—the same in­
cense—the same processions—the same votive 
tablets—the same adoration of images—the 
same vows, pomps, revellings, &c. ; the names of 
things only are changed. And oh, what a la­
mentable, what a heart-breaking reflection is it, 
that the Sabbath is quite unknown here as the 
clay of sanctification and holy rest ! Doubtless 
in so vast a population there are many secret dis­
ciples of the Lord Christ, who “ sigh and cry 
for all the abominations that be done in the 
midst thereof but as to the mass of the people, 
the Sunday is forgotten, obliterated, lost—nay, 
it is turned into the very worst day of all the
week—no idea enters their minds of the divine 
purpose and mercy in it ; “ I  gave them my sab­
baths, to be a sign between me and them, that 
they might know that I am the Lord that s a n c ­
t i f y  them." I should conceive there are but 
very, very few Bibles amongst all this population 
of one hundred and fifty thousand souls. O, 
what do Protestant countries owe to Luther, 
Calvin, Zuingle, Cranmer, Ridley, Knox, &c., 
who, under God, rescued them from similar 
darkness ! And what obligations are they under, 
to walk in the light whilst they have it !
Monday Evening, eight o'clock, Sept. 15, 
1823.—We hired a voiture this morning, and 
drove about this great city from eight o'clock 
till six, except taking an hour for refreshment. 
W e have been richly rewarded. I shall say 
little of the churches. This place is the 
toy-shop of the Virgin Mary : we observe 
every where tradesmen for selling wax candles, 
images, crucifixes, ornaments—this speaks for 
itself—“ Demetrius and his craftsmen.” I 
will only mention, that I observed a direct
claim of miraculous powers ( miraculorum gloria 
clams)  on the tomb of a Dominican rector ; 
Plenary indulgences also were stuck up on 
almost every church. Two inscriptions, how­
ever, under the cross of our Lord, pleased me : 
“ Having made peace by the blood of his 
cross;” and, “ For the joy that was set before 
him, he despised the shame.” I f  some of these 
old inscriptions were but acted upon, a mighty 
change would soon take place. The church 
that delighted me most was that of St. Am­
brose, anciently the cathedral, and where he 
ordinarily officiated, founded in the fourth cen­
tury, on the site of a temple of Bacchus. Some 
remains of the conquered heathen temple were 
seen in different stones about the building, 
especially a bas-relief of Bacchanals, a pillar, 
with serpents, emblematic of Esculapius, and 
the chair of St. Ambrose, formerly used in the 
idol temple. The church is very old, and built 
of brick, and is almost buried by the eleva­
tion of the ground all around it. You descend 
several steps to the large court, surrounded with 
galleries in front of it, and then several more
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steps in entering the church itself. The body of 
St. Ambrose is supposed to lie under the high 
altar. I  confess I sat with reverence in the 
chair of this great luminary of the church, and 
mused on the fatal tendency to corruption in 
man, which in a few centuries could engraft on 
St. Ambrose’s doctrines, idolatries and super­
stitions almost as gross as those which he over­
threw. The Ambrosian library, called after 
the name of Ambrose, was founded by Fred. 
Borromeo, cousin to the famous Borromeo ; it 
contains thirty thousand volumes. We saw 
fifty-eight pages of a MS. of the Iliad of the 
fifth century, which Angelo Maio published in 
1810 ; a manuscript Virgil, with marginal notes 
by Petrarch ; a translation of Josephus, written 
on papyrus or reed, of the third century ; and 
a most curious volume of designs by Leonardi 
da Vinci. As to the memorials of Bonaparte, we 
first visited his amphitheatre, with which I was 
much delighted. It is one thousand feet long, 
five hundred broad, and capable of holding 
forty thousand persons ; a truly Roman work. 
The seats are made of turf, and rise one above
another on the sloping bank. There are ten 
rows of them. They are of course all open to 
the heavens. The immense arena is for games 
and naval fights. W e saw the chariots made 
after the ancient Roman models. The whole 
is surrounded with a wall, and there is a suit­
able gallery on one side for distinguished per­
sonages. Bonaparte’s villa is' beautiful; and 
his gate of Marengo also, except that by a 
great mistake he dedicated it to “ Peace, the 
preserver of nations." But the most splendid 
and affecting monument of his fame is the un­
finished triumphal arch at the entrance of the 
Simplon road. The half-cut stones remain 
where they were at his death. The bas-reliefs, 
which were to record his triumphs, are incom­
plete. The sheds for the workmen are de­
serted. As to Roman antiquities, there is a 
noble range of sixteen lofty pillars, formerly 
belonging to the baths of Milan. They are 
fine Corinthian fluted pillars of white marble, 
of admirable proportion, and placed at the 
most just distances from each other. They 
are near the Church of St. Lorenzo, and are
thought to have been erected at a time when 
the purest architectural taste prevailed. The 
royal palace, and that of the archbishop, had 
nothing very remarkable. At the mint we saw 
a balance which turned with the eight hun­
dredth part of a grain. The practice all over 
Bonaparte’s kingdoms of marking the value of 
each coin on the face of it seems to me very 
good. A franc is marked a franc, five francs, 
five francs, and so on. Many of the women here 
wear at the back of the head a semi-circle of 
broad cut pieces of tin, something like a fan, 
with two transverse pieces at the bottom of 
them towards the neck, like two pewter spoons 
joined by their handles ; the general dress of 
the women is very becoming, with black or 
white veils: if they have not veils, they draw 
the shawl over the head. One of the most 
singular things at Milan as to the houses is, 
the having the window-curtains, of all sorts of 
colours, hanging not within the house, but on 
the outside. I t  is curious also to see the dirty 
blacksmith, or awkward shoe-boy, with im-
mense bunches of ripe black grapes, which 
would sell in England for three shillings, or 
three shillings and six-pence a pound, going 
along the streets eating. In  a word, Milan 
has delighted and instructed, though it has 
distressed us, and has more than amply repaid 
us the journey.
Turin, capital o f the principality o f Pied­
mont, 98 miles from  Milan, 2047 from  London 
by our route, Tuesday Evening.—W e left 
Milan this morning at a quarter past five, and 
in fourteen hours and a half reached this 
splendid and far-famed city. W e left our friend 
and fellow-traveller, who had accompanied us 
from England, to go on to Rome for the 
winter. The two dear boys and I took the 
carriage which met us at Martigny last Tues­
day from Lausanne, and posted hither. W e 
had three horses and no luggage (every thing 
is at Lausanne) ; so that we have made a most 
excellent day’s journey. The plain of Pied­
mont is of course level ; it is also extremely ill
cultivated, and so marshy, from the numerous 
streams falling into the Tessin or the Po, and 
perpetually overflowing the country, that we 
hardly saw a vine the whole hundred miles. 
The villages and towns bear sad marks of that 
want of energy and spirit connected with the 
prostrate tendency of despotic governments. 
Switzerland far, far exceeds what we have yet 
seen of Piedmont, in all respects, except that 
indescribable soft balmy air, which soothes the 
whole frame. The hedges are often of acacia. 
The grapes and peaches are spread in immense 
baskets for sale in every little village. We 
gave three half-pence for a pound of delicious 
, black grapes, and half a franc, four pence half­
penny, for a bottle of light wine—for we did 
not stop to eat. The people here are of a pure 
olive colour. The priests jostle you almost at 
every corner. The chief corn in this country,, 
and in Lombardy also, is Indian wheat and 
some rice.
Turin, Wednesday Morning, half-past eight. 
—My boys have taken eleven hours sleep, to
balance accounts. This city of eighty-five 
thousand souls is beautifully situated on the 
northern bank of the Po, which, rising at 
Mount Viso, crosses Northern Italy, and after 
bathing the walls of fifty cities and receiving 
thirty rivers, in a course of three hundred 
miles, empties itself into the Adriatic sea. It 
is the king of Italian floods. Indeed the Po, 
and the Tessin, are the only two rivers famed 
in song, which are on our route. The Tessin, 
or Ticino, we have crossed more than once; 
it springs from Mount St. Bernard, traverses 
the Lago Maggiore, runs by Pavia, and then 
discharges itself into the Po.
Ambioggio, twenty-one miles from Turin, 
on the road to Lyon, half-past eight, Wednes­
day Evening.—We are now actually on our 
way to England, and every step will advance 
us nearer home. Thank God for preservation 
and every needful mercy during along journey. 
May we be brought again to my dear Ann, 
and with her and our little girl arrive safely in 
London ! I must now give you some account
of our drive this morning about Turin. W e 
set off at half-past nine in a voiture. In six 
hours we had visited all the chief curiosities ; 
and what shall I say to you about this famous 
city, formerly the gayest of Italy? It is a 
royal residence of the king of Sardinia, built 
all in straight lines, or rather radii, which 
meet in a centre. There are one hundred and 
forty-five streets. The houses are all alike, 
and the streets have arcades on each side. A 
rivulet of pure water flows down the middle of 
each street. The street of the Po is one of the 
finest in Europe. There is an uniformity in all 
this; but the arcades are so noble, and the 
city so well built, that the appearance is im­
posing. I t far surpasses Bern, which, I  sup­
pose, must have been built in imitation of it. 
As to churches, there are one hundred and 
ten, with about five thousand priests, monks, 
&c. Almost all the churches we visited were 
filled with people, and two priests officiating 
at two separate altars. At the Jesuits’ church, 
I  inquired if there were any of that order now
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in Turin; the guide replied yes; that they 
were beginning again, and were arranging 
their affairs ! At the church of St. Mary of 
the Consolation, we were solemnly assured of 
the miracles which the Virgin Mary wrought. 
The walls indeed were covered with the vo­
tive offerings of those who imagined they had 
received miraculous benefits. But this was 
not more extraordinary than the Chapel of 
the Holy Napkin, in the Cathedral ; in which 
chapel is preserved the very napkin in which 
bur Saviour was enfolded after his crucifixion, 
with the marks of his sacred blood. The 
servant who told me this, did it not only with 
gravity, but with an awe in his voice and 
manner quite unique. He assured me that 
the Pope had seen it, in passing through the 
city—this was an irresistible proof! At the 
university we saw many Undoubted antiquities 
of Roman fame—busts of Cicero—altars— 
household gods—tripods, and a head-dress 
like what I described as now worn at Milan,— 
all exceedingly curious. The university con­
tains two thousand five hundred students. 
There are one hundred and twenty thousand 
volumes in the library. I asked if they had 
any manuscripts of the Scriptures; the libra­
rian stared, and then showed me a Latin 
Bible of Thomas Aquinas! But at Vercelli 
they profess to have a copy of St. Mark's 
gospel in Latin, which is the autograph of the 
Evangelist ! The royal palace forms one side 
of an immense square, in the midst of which is 
a fortified tower, surrounded with a moat. I 
think it is the very largest square I have seen 
on the Continent. I was pleased to see in the 
palace a portrait of our Charles I. and—which 
is singular—of Calvin. The small library of 
the private chapel contained a Bible, Austin’s 
Confessions and Letters, and Nicole’s Essays; 
all excellent books. The arsenal had thirty 
thousand muskets of English manufacture. 
We saw in the Museum a stuffed wolf, taken 
two years ago near Turin, after having killed 
twelve or thirteen children. From the obser­
vatory we had a commanding view of the city 
and neighbourhood. The churches generally
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are magnificent structures in marble of every 
vein arid colour, with profuse ornaments, far 
surpassing those at Milan; indeed, Turin is 
by far more elegant, finished, luxurious, than 
that enormous mercantile city. We noticed 
that the tradesmen at Turin affix their names 
and trades not above their shop windows, but 
on pieces of embroidered cloth, between the 
two doors of the houses. W e dined at half­
past three, and at five came on two stages to 
this small town, because the rain had fallen all 
day, and we were afraid of snow on Mount 
Cenis; indeed the rain made it impossible to 
walk about Turin, and therefore we left it 
with less regret. We crossed, at Turin, the 
■ Po, in going to the Queen's Palace : perhaps 
no river has been more celebrated by the 
poets ; but where we saw it, it scarcely an­
swered my expectations. The bridge over it 
is a noble structure.
Thursday, Sept. 18, Lans-le-bourg, at the 
foot o f Mount Cenis, on the French side, five 
o'clock.—We set off this morning from Am-
bioggio, at a quarter before six, and came in 
three hours to Susa, on the Italian side of 
Mount Cenis. Here we saw with admiration 
the Triumphal Arch, raised by Augustus on 
first beginning this road, when he invaded 
Gaul. After eighteen centuries, it is in ex­
cellent preservation ; the elegance, simplicity, 
and majesty of it, surpass much the intended 
Arch of Bonaparte. It is curious, that the 
designs of those who projected these arches 
were similar ; Augustus to subdue France, 
Bonaparte to subdue Italy ; only in the first 
instance, Italy was the aggressor, and in the 
second, France. Bonaparte’s plan was, like 
that of Augustus, to keep in subjection a con­
quered country, by making a road for his artil­
lery directly across its natural fortifications, 
the Alps. The road which Bonaparte re­
stored and improved over Mount Cenis was 
finished in 1811, six years after he had executed 
the astonishing work of the Simplon : next to 
that road, I suppose, it is the finest in the 
world. The day, however, has been so ex­
tremely rainy, that we could be no judges of
the scenery around us. The road is in itself 
admirably good, and the ascent and descent 
most gradual. There are twenty-six houses 
of refuge, and a military Hospice for two thou­
sand men. The highest point of the Cenis 
is about six thousand seven hundred feet. We 
have been extremely cold, but without snow. 
W e are now two thousand feet lower, and still 
need a fire. We left Italy, properly so called, 
about two or three to-day, and came again into 
Savoy. From Domo d’Ossola to Mount Cenis, 
we have travelled in Italy about two hundred 
and twenty miles : we have had a specimen of 
Italian scenery, climate, manners, religion : we 
have visited the capitals of Lombardy and Pied­
mont. W e have seen Popery in all its deepest 
traits of dominant superstition, just as we saw 
it at Bonn, Franckfort, and Bern, in its most 
restrained and modest form. The rapid visit 
has been most gratifying and instructive. At 
Turin, we had eight hundred and sixteen miles 
to travel to London by the road we propose 
taking, and we have reduced this to-day by 
eighty-four miles. The village where we now
are, Lans-le-bourg, is at the foot of the French 
side of Mount Cenis, a miserable village of 
near two thousand souls. W e were induced 
to stop here, because an English woman keeps 
the inn; she married a Savoyard nine years 
ago. Beggary and misery still prevail. Crowds 
of wretched deformed supplicants surround us. 
W e gave a trifle just now to an old woman, 
aged one hundred and nine years. The people 
here speak French, so that I hope to be able 
to communicate a little more with the inhabit­
ants on the subject of religion and morals. 
Discontent seems lurking in the breasts of the 
people in Lombardy and Piedmont. They 
regret Bonaparte ; and they will scarcely speak 
to the Austrian soldiers, of whom there are 
about eight thousand at Milan alone. When 
I asked the waiter at Milan if there were any 
Protestants there, he replied, “ W e are all 
Protestants (persons who protest) now.” I 
am sure Popery and tyranny are not the re­
cipe for healing discontented nations. The 
manner of posting here is, like every thing 
else, on a wretched footing. All is under the
police ; not a postillion nor a horse stirs with­
out the police’s leave y and when they do stir, 
such creatures—men and horses too—fit for 
plowing, rather than for running in a carriage ; 
and men and masters too often ready to cheat 
the English. Sometimes the postillion crams 
his legs, shoes and all, into his boots, which 
are like churns ; sometimes he thrusts them in 
with neither shoes nor stockings. In  Lom­
bardy their livery was a light yellow cloth, 
with tassels ! The tackling of the horses, being 
chiefly of cord, requires one or two regular 
stops each stage for the purpose of being ad­
justed. And now, as I  have fallen upon the 
manners of the people, let me speak to you 
about the washing, or rather beating, of the 
linen on the Continent. At Geneva the ap­
paratus was most complete. In the river a 
kind of covered shed was built, with small 
boards on the sides going down to the water’s 
edge; at each board a woman was kneeling 
with a large stick or platter, with which she 
was beating the clothes as she plunged them 
into the water—soap is almost unknown. The
clothes are thus half-washed and half-torn, and 
then charged an enormous price. A t Milan, 
and on the road to Turin, the men and women 
in company wash their own clothes in the 
small streams or puddles flowing through the 
towns.
St. Michel, Friday Morning, Sept. lÿtli, ten 
o'clock.—We are still on the Mount Cenis road, 
though we crossed yesterday the mountain 
called by that name. W e set off this morning 
just after five, and have come thirty-six miles: 
the day is extremely cold, but we have no rain, 
and not much fog ; we have been able there­
fore to see the beauties of the 'country through 
which we have passed. We have seen nothing 
as yet which equals the Simplon scenery, but 
still many parts of the road have been majestic. 
The character is wild rocky Alps, with the 
torrent of the Arque flowing, or rather rushing 
down at bottom.
Aigue-belle, 72 miles from  Lans-le-bourg,fonr 
o’clock, afternoon.—The day has turned out
most beautiful; we have been passing through 
the Valley of Maurienne all the morning, and 
have thus made our way through the Alps, the 
centre chain of which we crossed at Mount 
Cenis. This Aigue-belle is the gate as it were 
of these vast fortresses, which have been sur­
rounding us at the height of eight or nine 
thousand feet. The villages and people seem 
to be still wretched, with many, many goitres. 
The torrent spreads desolation, and renders 
many parts of the valley a mere marsh. The 
king of Sardinia has just completed a military 
fortress, at the spot where Savoy is nearest 
Dauphiny. The road has been capital and 
on a gentle descent, and many of the points 
of view have been exquisitely beautiful.
Chamberry, Friday Night, Sept. 19th.—We 
have arrived at this capital of Savoy, after a 
journey of ninety-nine miles in sixteen hours. 
The road after Aigue-belle became very in­
different, and the night coming on, we were 
not able to enjoy much of the fine country 
through which we passed. The proper Mount
Cenis road extends from Susa to Aigue-belle, 
about one hundred and thirty-five miles, and 
is undoubtedly a stupendous work, though on 
the whole much inferior to the Simplon. Thus 
have we again to bless God for all his mercies ! 
The two wet days have given my younger 
son a little cold, which I trust will soon pass 
off ; in other respects, they have enhanced the 
value and enjoyment of the fine weather we 
have been this day witnessing. W e hope to 
be at Lyon to-morrow, at Geneva on Wednes­
day, and at Lausanne the same evening, to 
rejoin my dear, dear family, from whom I seem 
to have been separated for an age.
I am your affectionate,
D. W.
N ote referred to p . 123.
I was vexed on returning to England and consulting 
my books, that I had been so long ignorant of the history 
and character of Borromeo. He is considered by the 
Roman Catholic writers as the model of all virtues, and 
die great restorer of ecclesiastical discipline in the six-
teenth century. I have not been able to satisfy myself 
in what degree he was a true Christian, in the scrip­
tural sense of the word. That he was devoted to the 
superstitions of Popery, and was a firm upholder of the 
- Roman See, cannot be doubted : but I have no access to 
his sermons or letters, so as to judge whether any embers 
of the faith and love of Christ were smothered at the 
bottom of all this. H is habits of devotion, his self- 
denial, his zeal, his fortitude, his humility, and espe­
cially his unbounded and almost unparalleled benevo­
lence, which are ascribed to him by universal consent, 
would lead one to hope that, notwithstanding “  the 
wood, and hay, and stubble," accumulated on it, he was 
building on the true foundation, Christ Jesus.
H e was born at Arona in 1538, in a small apartment 
which I saw behind the church ; and was of one of the 
noblest and most opulent families o f Italy. A t the age 
of eleven he had several livings given him by his uncle 
the Cardinal de Medicis, who was elected Pope in 1549. 
In his twenty-third year he was created Cardinal by the 
same pontiff, and managed the proceedings of the council 
of Trent, as well as the chief temporal affairs of the 
Pope, for some years. This I consider as by far the 
most unfavourable part of Borromeo's life, as to the 
cultivation of personal piety. Such employments at 
Rome must have initiated him into all the system of that 
artful and secular court—and he who was intrusted to
draw up the Trent catechism, must at that time have 
had little real Christian knowledge or feeling. However, 
in 1565 he left Rome, and went to reside at Milan, of 
which he had been made archbishop. Here begins the 
bright part of Borromeo’s history. H e had now to pre­
side over the largest diocese of Italy, consisting of not 
less than eight hundred and fifty parishes, many of them 
in the wildest regions of the Alps. H e began by resign­
ing all his other preferments, by giving up to his family 
his chief estates, and by dividing the revenues of his 
archbishopric into three parts— one for the poor—another 
for the building and reparation of churches— the third 
for his domestic expenditure as bishop ; all the accounts 
of which he submitted annually to the examination of 
his clergy. H e next totally renounced the splendour in 
which he had lived at Rome, reduced the number of his 
servants, forbad the use of silk garments in his palace, 
rendered his household a pattern of edification, slept 
himself on boards, prolonged his watchings and prayers 
to a late hour o f the night, wore an under-dress coarse 
and common, and devoted himself to perpetual fasts and 
abstinences.
H e then entered on the task of restoring decayed dis­
cipline and order throughout his vast diocese. To this 
end he was indefatigable in visiting himself every parish 
under his care, held frequent ecclesiastical synods, and 
established a permanent council which met monthly, to 
inspect and regulate the conduct of the priests. In this
manner his contemporaries agree in asserting, that he re­
moved the scandals which prevailed amongst all classes 
of the faithful, abolished superstitious usages, and put 
an end to the ignorance and abuses of the secular and 
regular clergy.
H is fortitude in carrying through his reforms, not­
withstanding the violent opposition which he met with  
from all quarters, deserves remark. On one occasion an 
assassin was hired, who shot at him whilst kneeling in 
prayer in the archiépiscopal palace. Borromeo, unmoved, 
continued his devotions, and when he rose from his 
knees, the bullet fell at his feet which had been aimed 
at his back, but had been caught in the lawn sleeves of 
his dress.
H is charities were unbounded. H e built ten colleges, 
five hospitals, and fountains and schools without number. 
Besides this, he bestowed annually the sum of thirty 
thousand crowns on the poor, and in various cases of 
public distress in the course of his life, as much as two 
hundred thousand crowns more.
In the mean time, his personal virtues, his lowliness, 
his self-command, his forgiveness of injuries, his tem­
perance, his prudence, his sanctity, the consistency of his 
whole character (I speak after his biographers, whose 
veracity I believe is not questioned), gave him such 
weight, that he not only rendered his immense diocese 
a model o f good order and discipline, after an anarchy of  
eighty years, during which its archbishops had not re­
sided, but extended his influence over the neighbouring 
dioceses, and pushed his regulations throughout a great 
part of France and Germany.
Perhaps his conduct during a pestilence which raged 
for six months at Milan is amongst the actions o f his 
life which may lead one the most to hope that this bene­
volent and tender-hearted prelate was indeed animated 
with the fear and love of his Saviour. Nothing could 
restrain him from visiting his sick and dying flock, during 
the raging o f this fatal malady— when his clergy entreated 
him to consult his own safety, he replied that nothing 
more became a bishop than to face danger at the call o f 
his duty. H e was continually found in the most infected 
spots, administering consolation both to the bodies and 
souls of his perishing people ; and he sold all the small 
remains of his ancient splendour, and even his bed, to give 
the produce to the distressed.
T he institution, or rather invention of Sunday schools, 
is again a further evidence of something more than 
a superstitious state o f heart. Nothing could be so 
novel as such institutions in the sixteenth century, 
and nothing so beneficial. W hen we recollect the public 
admiration which has rested on such schools in our own 
Protestant and enlightened country, though planned 
scarcely fifty years back, we may estimate the piety of 
mind, the vigor and penetration of judgment, which 
could lead a Catholic archbishop and cardinal to in-
stitute them two hundred years ago, and to place them 
on a footing which has continued to the present day. 
May I not add, that possibly some of the superstitious 
usages now attached to these schools may have grown 
up since the time of Borromeo? Certainly the indul- 
génees which I saw were of the date of 1609, five and 
twenty years after his death. For the reader must he 
informed that, in the year 1584, this benevolent bishop 
fell a victim to fever caught in the mountainous parishes 
of his diocese, which he was Visiting in his usual course.
Such is a faint sketch of the life o f Charles Borromeo. 
M y materials are scanty, especially as to the spiritual 
state of his heart and affections. It is for God only to 
judge on this subject: but charity rejoices to hope all 
things in such a case. I acknowledge that his simple and 
sublime motto, H u m i l i t a s ,  is very affecting to my mind. 
I trust it was the expression of his real character, and 
that his submission to the usurpations o f the Romish 
church may have arisen from that faulty prostration of 
the understanding to human authority, which is so apt 
to engraft itself, under circumstances like those of Bor­
romeo, on scriptural lowliness of spirit. Oh, i f  he had 
simply studied and obeyed his Bible, and had read with 
honest candor the treatises of his great contemporaries, 
the Reformers of Germany and Switzerland, he might 
perhaps have become the L u t h e b  or Z u i n g l e ,  instead 
of, what he actually was, only the F e n e l o n  of Italy.
Lyon, Capital o f  the department o f  the 
Rhone, Saturday Night, Sept. 20th, 
1823, about 789 miles out fro m  L a u ­
sanne, and about 2302 fro m  London.
MY DEAREST SISTER,
Cham berry, which we left this 
morning, contains nearly ten thousand souls ; 
it has a cathedral and three other churches, 
two convents, and about one hundred priests. 
I went this morning into the cathedral; it is 
dirty and mean, both inside and out. I saw 
three boxes for charity ; one for souls in pur­
gatory (I give it word for word) ; the second 
for repairing the church ; the third for offer­
ings, without specifying the object ;— no box 
for the poor. I asked a person who called
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himself a bookseller (who, by the by, was the 
only one in the town, and actually had only 
one book to sell, a Code of FrenCh laws) about 
the different institutions for religion. The 
man’s wife replied, they had an Archbishop, 
who had been simply bishop in Bonaparte’s 
time, but who was now Archbishop of Cham- 
berry, and Prince Bishop o f Geneva ! I stared. 
She said he was Bishop of the Christians at 
Geneva. I asked her what she called the 
twenty-five thousand Protestants who inhabited 
that town ? She answered, they were not Chris­
tians. I told her, then I was not one; she 
begged pardon, and said she meant Apostolical 
Roman Christians. I  told her I believed in 
the Holy Scriptures, and in Jesus Christ our 
Lord, and in the doctrine of the Apostles, and 
therefore I was a good Apostolical Christian, 
though not a Papist. I give this as a trait of 
character in a bettermost sort of person. We 
left Chamberry a quarter before eight, after 
having had the extreme pleasure of receiving 
an excellent account from Lausanne. We have 
now come seventy-two miles, to this ancient and
noble city of Lyon*. We entered France at 
twelve, at Pont-beau-voisin. The road was, 
in two parts of it, perhaps as fine as any thing 
we have seen. The passages of Les Echelles 
and of La Chaille are most terrific from the im­
mense rocks through which they have been 
made, and the fine scenery which surrounds 
them. These roads were begun by a duke of 
Savoy in 1670, and at three different times re­
sumed by Bonaparte without being completed. 
The present king of Sardinia has just this last 
year or two accomplished the whole ; in fact, 
this Mount Cenis road, in general, has been a 
work gradually carried on from the days of 
Augustus. I t  is but a few years ago, that three 
or four oxen were regularly yoked to every 
carriage to aid the horses in the ascent of Les 
Echelles. Bonaparte put an end to this by 
making a tunnel, nine hundred and fifty feet, 
directly through the opposing rock. At an­
other part of the route, the travellers were let 
down in a kind of sledge, at a most fearful rate.
* I observe it is commonly spelt Lyons ; but in the 
town itself they carefully omit the final s.
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Much even now remains to be done between 
Lyon and Turin ; as many stages are exceedingly 
bad road. The towns and villages in Dau- 
phiny are very miserable. The people have 
mocked, as it were, this misery, by building 
splendid gilt crucifixes in one or two of the 
market-places.
Sunday, one o'clock at Noon.—I have had to­
day the singular pleasure of attending a Pro­
testant French Church. I t  was really quite 
delightful to hear the reader begin the worship 
of God by reading distinctly two chapters of 
the New Testament in French, so as to be 
understood by all the people. The singing; 
the Ten Commandments, word for word as they 
are in the Bible; the Summary of the Law, 
exactly as it is in Matt. xxii. 37—39 ; a Pub­
lic Baptism ; the confession of sins ; the prayer ; 
the sermon, all charmed me as the spiritual, 
reasonable, and instructive worship of God. I  
cannot express the striking difference between 
this simple Protestant worship and the farce, 
show, and mummery of Popery at Martigny
and Milan. All minor differences between 
Protestant churches, agreeing in the faith and 
love of our Lord Jesus Christ, sink into nothing 
before the frightful idolatry and superstition of 
Popery. Disputes about circumstantials are im­
pertinent—divisions odious—love should unite 
every heart, where main and necessary Scripture 
truth is felt and acknowledged. Indeed, one 
great reason of my hurrying on to Lyon against 
to-day, was to enjoy the unspeakable blessing 
of the pure public worship of Almighty' God. 
The sermon was, so far as I could hear (for I 
sat at a distance, and the church was crowded), 
pretty good, on an important topic, death ; 
with many striking parts. I regret extremely to 
add, that there is but one service here on the 
Sunday instead of three, or at the least, two, 
which there surely ought to be, in an immense 
city like this. In walking to church, also, we 
were distressed to see the shops all half or a 
third part open, and customers going in and 
out, with crowds of persons at the coffee-houses. 
At Milan, the shops were universally shut. But 
I turn to another and more solemn topic ; this
day twenty-two years, I was admitted into the 
sacred ministry of Christ’s Church. May I 
pray for grace to remember more and more 
the vows I then made ; the obligations to my 
Saviour and to his flock, which I  undertook ; 
the unnumbered failures and sins which, alas, 
I  have since committed ; the ceaseless mercies 
which I have received; and the short time 
which remains for me to labour for my own 
salvation, and the salvation of others ! Here 
I am, travelling for my health, in a foreign 
land : thanks be to God, that health is won­
derfully restored; so wonderfully, that I am 
really not like the same person. But then I 
have been silent now fourteen Sundays. May 
God enable me, if I am permitted to return 
home, to labour more abundantly in the sacred 
vineyard ; and may he pour out his Holy 
Spirit upon my dear brethren who are sup­
plying my lack of service ; yea, upon the uni, 
versai Church !
Ten o’clock, Sunday Night.—My younger 
son has been suffering all day with cold in
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his teeth. Thank God, there is no fever, no 
head-ache, nothing but a rheumatic affection 
of the front teeth ; still this is very painful to 
him, and very embarrassing to me, being with­
out my dearest wife ; and thus, it comes as an 
affliction from my Heavenly Father. O, how 
many, many mercies have we had during our 
long journey, and how little grateful have we 
been for them! O, may this visitation work 
in him and in me the “ peaceable fruits of 
righteousness !” “ I t is the Lord, let him do 
what seemeth him good.” At four this after­
noon, I  left my elder son to nurse his brother ; 
and went to a Catholic church to hear a cele­
brated preacher of this town. I  placed myself 
close under the pulpit, so that I  understood 
almost the whole of the sermon ; it was an 
able, energetic, striking discourse ; not one 
word of Popery, properly speaking, (which 
was the case also, as I have said, at Martigny), 
but defective, general, unevangelical, and there­
fore unscriptural and dangerous. His subject 
was the happiness of Heaven ; he drew a 
striking picture of the glory, power, happi­
ness, honour, &c. of the heavenly state. His 
point was to prove, from Scripture and expe­
rience, how much glory, power, happiness, &c. 
God bestows on his servants, and even enemies, 
here on earth ; and then to infer the infinitely 
superior glory of heaven. He cited admirably 
the cases of Moses, Abraham, Joshua, David, 
Peter, See. W hat then (you say) were the 
defects ? The heaven he described was with­
out the Saviour, without pardon, without holi­
ness ; his heaven was an intellectual, poetical 
paradise; he took for granted too, that all 
were in the, right way to it. Thus, almost all 
the great ends of preaching were lost, and 
worse than lost. Still the sermon did me good, 
because much of it was true, as far as it went ; 
and I was glad to hear a priest stand on Pro­
testant ground, and appeal to the Bible, and the 
Bible only. The immense church was crowded 
to excess, and hung on the lips of the preacher. 
He preached from memory. His manner was 
serious, vehement, impassioned. He so affected 
the people, that, at the pauses, positively nearly 
the whole congregation were in tears.
Lyon, Tuesday, Sept. 23.—W e are still here ; 
my dear son, though much better, cannot travel. 
I have called in a physician ; for there are no 
apothecaries here as in England. The ordi­
nary fee is three francs a visit ; but five or six 
are expected, my banker tells me, of an En­
glishman. He writes prescriptions, which are 
made up at the druggist’s or pastry-cook’s ; for 
half his medicines are syrups and sweetmeats. 
I  have sent his brother by the diligence to 
Geneva, that he may go on to Lausanne 
and fetch the rest of the family to me. By re­
turning this way home, they will go very little 
out of their route, and they will also see Lyon, 
the second city of France. I am obliged, how­
ever, by this plan, to break my engagements 
with my kind friends at Geneva, which I  had 
fixed for Thursday the 25th ; and I much regret 
that I shall not revisit Lausanne. I omitted 
to see several things there ; especially the 
house and library of Gibbon. My friends told 
me that the library was locked up—no bad 
thing for the world—and that the terrace and 
summer-house, where he completed his history
in 1787, were falling into decay. He left, like 
all other daring infidels, a refutation of his 
principles behind him in the pride, impurity, 
vanity, and ridiculous selfishness of his moral 
character.—As to fidelity and trust-worthiness 
in his history, it has been demonstrated that 
his statements of facts cannot at all be relied 
on where Christianity is concerned.
Wednesday.—My eldest son set off in the 
mail yesterday, at a quarter before three, for 
Geneva and Lausanne. I  sit with my sick son, 
read to him, talk with him, amuse him, give 
him his medicines ; and take walks about the 
town and neighbourhood in the course of the 
day. I  can, however, at present give you very 
little account of Lyon, except that it contains 
one hundred and seventy-five thousand souls. 
This is immense for a city not the capital of 
the country. It is finely situated at the con­
fluence of the Saone and the Rhone, which 
flow nearly parallel for some time before their 
junction, and allow this noble city to rise be­
tween them. I t is just as if London had two
rivers like the Thames, between which its chief 
buildings and streets were built. Over these 
rivers the Lyonese have erected seven or eight 
'bridges; and on the banks have formed de­
lightful quays and walks. This is an advantage 
-peculiar to Lyon. You never saw such beau­
tiful promenades for a mile or two together, 
on the sides both of the Saone and the Rhone, 
as there are here. The spot is pointed out 
by the guides where Hannibal is supposed 
to have crossed the Rhone in his celebrated 
invasion of Italy. The body of the old town 
is dirty, narrow, dark, miserable; but the new 
parts are open, spacious, elegant. W e are at 
the Hotel du Provence in the Rue de la Cha­
rité. On our right hand, we can see the 
Rhone ; on our left, a noble square, or place, 
with walks of linden trees on one side, and 
the range of hills called La Fourvière, rising 
beyond. This hill of Fourvière was the object 
of my walk yesterday. Its proper name is 
Fort Viel, Forum Vetus, on which the ancient 
city, in the time of the Romans, was founded 
(about the time of the death of Cæsar). The 
view which I there obtained of the whole
neighbourhood was superb ; absolutely it was 
enchanting. The vast expanse of unimpeded 
prospect, the noble rivers, the bridges, the 
buildings, the quays, the churches, the hills 
surrounding the town on one side, and clothed 
with country-houses and vineyards, were all 
sketched in the magnificent landscape ; whilst 
the distant Alps (including Mont Blanc when 
the weather is clear) in the farther ground 
formed, as it were, the frame of the picture. 
How painful to turn from all these beauties to 
the chapel of N otre Dâme, on this eminence, 
which was re-opened by Pope Pius VII. at his 
last journey through Lyon. The Virgin here 
has wrought wonderful miracles, and people 
come on pilgrimage to it! Half the chapel 
was covered with votive tablets. I think I 
speak within compass, when 1 say there were 
thousands of them. Is this the way to cure 
the infidelity of the French? O, when will a 
little common-sense enter the heads of the 
priests ? But Popery is a “ strong delusion 
the energy of error ! I was much pleased with 
three soldiers whom I met at Fourvière, and 
who, seeing I was a stranger, really loaded me
with civilities, with a gaiety quite surprising ; 
and positively refused to take any recompence. 
The revolutionists in 1795 did infinite mischief 
at Lyon. I t  was besieged by the Jacobins, 
and unknown murders were committed. The 
statues of Louis XIV., two fountains, and all 
the public buildings in Belle Cour, were levelled 
to the ground. A monument is raised to two 
hundred and ten Lyonese who were coolly shot 
after the siege.
Thursday Morning, Sept. 25th.—Lyon quite 
charms me. It is increasing daily. Buildings 
are rising on every side. Commerce has been 
regularly improving since the peace of 1815. 
Silk is the chief manufacture. There is a 
large military, as well as civil power, in the town. 
The streets are always crowded with people.
Friday Morning, Sept. 26th, nine o'clock 
My dear son, thank God, is amending. Yes­
terday I  went to see the Hotel de Ville, and 
the Palais des Arts. The Hotel de Ville is 
one of the finest in Europe. I t is an immense
pile in the form of a quadrangle, with a noble 
court in the midst. The mayor resides there, 
and has state apartments, as in our Mansion 
House. The great staircase is adorned with 
a painting of the burning of the city, in the 
first century, as described by Seneca. The 
large hall was occupied with a balloon and 
parachute, in which Miss Garnerin is about to 
ascend next Sunday, and which is now ex­
hibiting gratis. The Palais des Arts was, be­
fore the Revolution, an Abbey of Benedictine 
Nuns (just as the Garde des Corps and Gens- 
d’armes here have occupied another convent). 
It contains a curious collection of Egyptian, 
Greek, and Roman antiquities. A model of a 
temple found at Pompeii pleased me extremely. 
But the most interesting thing is part of the 
Speech of the Emperor Claudius, when censor 
of Rome, on the question of first admitting into 
the Roman senate the great personages of the 
neighbourhood of Lyon. I t  is engraven on 
bronze, and is now fixed in the wall of the 
Museum, so as to be easily legible. I t  was 
found in 1528, in digging a canal through a
hill near Lyon. It is the more valuable 
because Tacitus, in the Eleventh Book of his 
Annals, gives this self-same speech, but so al­
tered and embellished, as scarcely to retain a 
trace of the original—the line of argument is 
quite different. It thus may serve, perhaps, as 
some test of the fidelity of the other speeches 
in Tacitus and Livy. I t  is a triumphant re­
flection, that the evidences of the truth of 
Christianity have been uniformly, and with­
out a single exception, confirmed by all the 
discoveries of historical monuments during 
eighteen centuries. Medals, speeches, altars, 
pillars, chronicles, arches, found in all coun­
tries, and of all ages, have united to confirm the 
facts on which Christianity rests. 0 , that this 
Christianity might be purified from superstition 
and idolatry, and be displayed in its native 
efficacy on the hearts and lives of mankind ! 
It is not so much evidence that we want, as re­
pentance, faith, grace, love, holiness, salvation.
Saturday, Sept. 21th.—My dearest John is 
now nearly well. I expect my dear family
from Lausanne to-night, and then our domestic 
circle will again be complete. I had no spirits 
yesterday, to go and see any thing; but this 
morning I  have visited St. Irenée, the site of 
the ancient city, though now only a suburb. 
I  here visited the Roman baths at the Ursuline 
Monastery (formerly so, for all the monasteries 
and convents were abolished at the Revolution). 
These baths consist of a series of numerous 
dark vaults, communicating with each other, 
and no longer interesting except from their an­
tiquity. I then went to what was the Garden 
of the Minimes, and saw the remains of the 
Roman Amphitheatre, where the early Chris­
tians were exposed to the wild beasts. This 
scene affected me extremely. The form of 
the Amphitheatre remains, after a lapse of six- 
teen centuries. Some traces may be discovered 
of the rising seats of turf, and several dilapi­
dated brick vaults seem to indicate the places 
where the wild beasts, and perhaps the holy 
martyrs, were guarded. A still more elevated 
range of seats, to which you ascend by decayed 
stone steps, seems to have been the place allotted
the magistrates and regulators of the bar­
barous shows. A peaceful vineyard now flou­
rishes where these scenes of horror once reigned. 
I  visited, after this, the Church of St. Irenée, 
built in the time of the Romans, when the liberty 
of public worship was refused the Christians. It 
is subterraneous, and contains the bones of the 
many thousand Christians who were martyred 
in the year 202, under the Emperor Severus. 
It is of this noble army of martyrs that Milner 
gives such an interesting account. An inscrip­
tion on the church states, that St. Pothinus was 
$pnt by Polycarp, and founded it ; and was mar­
tyred under the Emperor Antoninus ; that St. 
Irenæus succeeded him, and converted an in­
finite multitude of Pagans, and suffered mar­
tyrdom, together with nineteen thousand Chris­
tians, beside women and children, in the year 
202 ; and that in the year 470, the church was 
beautified. Oh what a wickedness is persecu­
tion, whether pagan, popish, or protestant! 
And yet, till the beginning of the last century, 
it was hardly banished from the general habits 
of Europe. Would to God that even now it
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could be said to be utterly rooted out ! I 
have not an exact recollection of what Milner 
says, and therefore may be wrong in giving 
credit to some of these particulars ; but I  have 
a strong impression that the main facts agree 
with the tradition on the spot ; and I confess, 
I  beheld the scene with veneration. I. almost 
forgive the processions which are twice in the 
year made to this sacred place*. Near to this 
church are some fine remains of a Roman aque­
duct for conveying water to the city, built at 
the time of Julius Caesar. A convent of three 
hundred nuns has arisen since the peace, in 
the same place, of the order of St. Michel, 
where many younger daughters are sent from 
the best families, to be got out of the way, just 
the same as under the ancient regime. In 
saying this I do not forget that the education 
in many of the convents is, upon the whole, 
excellent, and that the larger number of young 
persons are placed there merely for a few 
years for that purpose. The cimetière, or
See note at the end of this letter, p. 173.
public burial ground, is a fine spacious plot of 
five hundred feet by eight hundred, planted 
with trees, and guarded from all outrage. It 
affords many an affecting, solemn, instructive 
lesson. As I  returned to our hotel, I visited 
the remains of the arsenal, which was burnt 
down in the siege of 1793. Our physician tells 
me, the scenes of that period were terrific ; he 
really trembled when he began to talk of it. 
Lyon was hated by the jacobins for its loyalty, 
its riches, its commerce ; a regular siege was 
laid against it by the Convention, and it was 
taken by storm. The deliberate murders which 
were daily committed afterwards are indescriba­
ble. No wonder Bonaparte was hailed as a 
deliverer from such horrors. I am struck in 
passing through the streets near the churches, 
to see women with stalls selling pictures as 
offerings to the Virgin ; this marks the popu­
lar taste for superstition, which is reviving.
Saturday Evening, ten o'clock.—My dearest 
wife, with my son and daughter, arrived at eight 
o'clock this evening ; all in perfect health,
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through God’s great goodness : I never saw 
them look so well. Daniel reached Geneva at 
three o’clock on Wednesday ; went the next day 
to Lausanne, settled every thing there, set off 
in our other voiture with post-horses on Friday 
(yesterday) morning, and arrived here safely 
this evening after a journey of one hundred 
and thirty miles. It is quite delightful to me 
to see them all again in such health and 
comfort. Ann has brought me three letters 
from you ; one dated July 9th, from Cologne ; 
the second, August 21st ; and the third, Sept. 
8th: this makes the series complete. The 
varied information they contain interests me 
beyond expression. The death of my dearest 
brother and friend Arnott* cuts me to the 
heart. W hat a loss ! But what a happy 
Christian death ! His sudden departure over­
whelms me. I have lost a friend not to be re­
placed ; a friend, whose advice, piety, and 
judgment, were only equalled by his sincerity
* The Rev. Samuel Arnott, perpetual curate o f East­
bourne, near Midhurst.
and tenderness. The clergyman who attended 
his dying bed has written me a most interesting 
account of his blessed end !
Sunday Morning, Sept. 28th.—Thank God, 
we have all had a good night. This is my 
fifteenth Sunday of entire silence and rest from 
the composition and delivery of sermons. I 
attribute my present change of health, under 
God, to this utter cessation from labour. But 
it is painful to me. My Sundays are my grief 
and burden. The sudden call of my dear 
Arnott fills me with solemn anticipations of 
my own account, so soon to be rendered at the 
bar of Christ my Saviour. I  beg the earnest 
prayers of all my friends for me, that I may 
be enabled to walk humbly with God ; and at 
length finish my course with joy, and the mi­
nistry which I have received of the Lord Jesus 
My gratitude in having all my dear family well 
and comfortable around me, is great.
Yours,
D. W .
N ote referred to p. 152.
As the impression I received of the religious state of 
Chamberry was unfavourable, I feel a peculiar pleasure in 
relating the following anecdote. Two English ladies 
were passing through a valley in the neighbourhood of 
Chamberry a year or two back. T hey met a female 
peasant o f an interesting appearance, apparently between 
twenty and thirty years o f  age. They engaged in con­
versation with her, and found she was in service, and had 
by her industry saved money enough to buy a cow, which 
she had presented to her parents. Upon turning the 
conversation towards religion, she took out a book in 
which was the following paper sealed in it, which her 
priest had given her. I add, though it is not needed, a 
translation, as the lines happen to be short.
Chrétien, souviens tu que Christian, remember that 
tu as aujourd’hui thou hast to-day
Un Dieu à glorifier, A God to glorify,
Un Christ à imiter, A  Christ to imitate,
Tous les anges à honorer, A ll the angels to honor,
Une ame à sauver, A soul to save,
Un corps à mortifier, A body to mortify,
Des vertus à demander, Virtues to implore,
Des péchés à pleurer, Sins to weep over,
Un paradis à gagner, A paradise to gain,
Un enfer à éviter, A hell to avoid,
Une eternité à méditer, An eternity to meditate on,
Un temps à manager, Tim e to husband,
Un prochain à édifier, A  neighbour to edify,
Un monde à apprehendre, A  world to fear,
Des demons à combattre, Devils to combat,
D es passions à abattre, Passions to subdue,
E t, peut-être, la mort à And, perhaps, death to suf- 
souffrir, fer,
Et le jugement à subir. And judgment to undergo.
Upon further talking with her, she seemed really im­
pressed with the importance of the truths contained in 
the paper, and to be endeavouring to practise them daily. 
I cannot describe the pleasure which such individual 
facts afford me. T he load which weighs upon my mind 
when I reflect on the system of popery is sensibly 
lightened when I find that by a happy inconsistency 
(which is not confined to the Roman Catholic com­
munion) the hearts and lives of many are so much better 
than their creed would lead one to expect. May God in­
crease the number !
Second note referred to p . 168.
Upon looking carefully into Milner’s incomparable 
Ecclesiastical History, since I came home, I find there 
were two early persecutions o f the Christians at Vienne 
and Lyon (neighbouring French towns), one about the
year of our Lord 169, under the Emperor Marcus Anto­
ninus ; the second under Septimus Severus, about the 
year 202. The first of these is best known, and all 
the accounts o f Milner relate to it. T he scene of its 
cruel executions was the amphitheatre which I visited as 
above related. The second is not so credibly attested, 
but at the same time may on the whole be believed to 
have taken place. The church of St. Iren<:e relates ex­
clusively to it. Potliinus was bishop of Lyon during 
the first cruelties ; he had been a disciple of the blessed 
Polycarp, the contemporary of the Apostle John. H e  
perished about the year 169, being upwards of ninety 
years of age: he had been sent, in all probability, by 
Polycarp from Smyrna to found these French churches; 
for the merchants o f  Smyrna and Lyon were the chief 
navigators of the Mediterranean sea. This could not be 
very long before the persecution burst out. H e was ac­
companied in his apostolical labours by Irenæus, an 
Asiatic Greek also, who wrote the interesting and au­
thentic account of the first acts of the martyrs, preserved 
by Eusebius, and given so well by Milner. Irenæus 
succeeded Pothinus as bishop, and suffered martyrdom 
in the persecution of 202.
In the first persecution of 169, the power of divine 
grace appeared little less than apostolical in t h e  church 
of Lyon. The C h r i s t i a n s  were exposed not once only, 
but several times to the wild beasts in the very amphi­
theatre over which I walked—one day extraordinary of 
these brutal shows was given to the people, for the sake 
of exposing a greater number of Christians. Some were 
previously led round the amphitheatre, a tablet being 
carried before them, simply with the words, “ These 
are Christians for the term Christian was then used 
instead of arguments, just as the words Lollard, Puritan, 
Pietist, Methodist, Calvinist, Evangelical, Saint, &c. 
have since supplied its place. The Christians, if the 
beasts failed to destroy them, were placed in hot iron 
chairs. A most eminent female martyr, Blandina, was 
four several times tormented in the most savage manner. 
Once she was suspended from a stake in the form of a 
cross, and exposed as food to the wild beasts, none of 
whom however at that time touched her ; on another day 
she was first scourged, then torn by the beasts in the 
amphitheatre, then placed in the scorching iron chair, 
and lastly enclosed in a net and thrown to a bull, which 
having tossed her for some time, she breathed her last in 
the firm faith of Christ. Under' all these sufferings the 
martyrs remained unmoved, yea, rejoiced in the name of 
the Lord Jesus, and were filled with the comforts of the 
Holy Ghost, and the hopes of a blessed resurrection. I  
really cannot divest my mind of the associations awakened 
by these affecting circumstances, connected with my visit 
to the very spot where they occurred.
The second persecution took place when Irenæus was 
bishop, in the year 202, about thirty or forty years after 
the first, and under the Emperor Severus, who is gene­
rally thought to have been governor of Lyon during the 
preceding one. Our accounts of it are slender. Gregory 
of Tours and the ancient martyrologists inform us, 
“ that after several torments Irenæus was put to death, 
and together with him almost all the Christians of that 
populous city, whose numbers could not be reckoned, so 
that the streets of Lyon flowed with the blood of Chris­
tians." Mr. Milner thinks this statement may be some­
what exaggerated; but he considers that there is no cir­
cumstance of improbability in the fact itself, and that the 
known cruelty of Severus and his former connexion with 
Lyon, gives to the persecution a strong degree of credi­
bility. It is to this second persecution that the subterra­
neous church of St. I renée, and the inscription concern­
ing the nineteen thousand Christians, refers. Milner 
says nothing of the vestiges and records of these two fiery 
trials, still subsisting at Lyon. But I cannot help think­
ing they add some weight to facts already attested by the 
evidence which I  have detailed. At least to my mind 
the connexion is most instructive and gratifying.
W e find that about the year 250, the gospel which had 
so gloriously begun in Lyon, was flourishing and dif­
fusing itself in France. A bishop named Saturninus
was then at Thoulouse. Several other churches had been 
founded, as at Tours, Arles, Narbonne, and Paris. The 
bishops of Thoulouse and Paris afterwards suffered for 
the faith of Christ ; but they left churches, in all proba­
bility, very flourishing in piety. And France in general 
was blessed with the light of salvation.
I say nothing here of Peter Waldo, the celebrated 
Reformer, of Lyon, because he did not flourish till the 
twelfth century.
L E T T E R  XVI.
Lyon , September 28th, 1823, 
Sunday Evening.
MY DEAREST STSTER,
Our sermon this morning, at the 
Protestant church, was good ; but not so simple 
and awakening as the vast concerns of eternity 
demand at the hand of the minister of the Go­
spel. I spoke, after service, to a respectable 
gentleman near me, who turned out to be the 
former pastor of the church ; for it is a curious 
thing, that after a certain age the ministers, 
though in good health, retire, as no longer ca­
pable of exciting that effect which depends on 
powerful and energetic voice and action. This 
is quite shocking. It makes preaching a sort 
of rhetorical declamation. This minister in­
formed me there were five or six thousand
Protestants in and about Lyon ; and yet only 
one church, and one service in that church. 
There is a Bible Society which he tells me is 
not very flourishing. The Government now 
is not favourable to the Protestants. In the 
Catholic churcher I  could find out no sermon. 
I  sent out a servant to inquire with much care ; 
I  also searched myself ; but in vain. Thus, one 
hundred and seventy-five thousand souls were, 
I  fear, without a single public discourse to-day 
on the doctrine of salvation, except the few 
hundreds at the Protestant Church. In fact, 
the Sabbath, which should be “ our delight, 
holy of the Lord and honourable,” is lost on the 
Continent. W hen it is spoken of, it is called 
a fête or holy day, indiscriminately with the Na­
tivity or Assumption of the Virgin Mary ; and 
these fêtes are the regular seasons of public 
processions, and celebrations. Nay, the news­
papers, the theatres, &c., are actually suspended 
on St. Francis’ day or the Feast of the Virgin ; 
but on the Sunday are regularly carried on, 
and more eagerly followed than ever. The 
Sunday is, in short, the day for shows, amuse­
ments, dissipation, vicious pleasures of every 
kind. There are, of course, thousands in the 
Protestant Churches who keep sacred this holy 
day, and rejoice in its blessed services as much 
as the most devout Englishman can do. In 
the Catholic Church also there are doubtless 
many, many real servants of Christ who do the 
same. But speaking generally, the Sabbath is 
utterly lost on the Continent—it is no longer 
the l o r d ' s d a y ,  but the day of the g o d  o f  t h i s  
w o r l d . O ! a new reformation is wanted. 
The spirit of the martyrs of Lyon is extinct. 
May the same grace which formed that noble 
army in the second and third centuries de­
scend on Lyon in the nineteenth! W e have 
had our two private services. My heart is at 
St. John's.
Monday, September 29th.—I have but little 
to say to-day ; indeed, my letters must, of ne­
cessity, become dull and uninteresting now we 
are all stationary in a town. My eldest son 
and I have visited this morning the Public Li­
brary, which contains one hundred thousand
volumes. W e saw a part of a bomb which, in 
1793, had been thrown by the mad Revolution­
ists into the Library. It penetrated a large 
globe ; the part of the bomb, as well as the 
hole it made, remain unaltered. W e went 
next to L’Hôtel Dieu, an immense hospital, 
one of the honours and ornaments of France. 
I t  was first founded in the sixth century ; 
the chief rooms are divided into four compart­
ments, with an altar in the middle, from which 
the prayers may be heard by all the patients. 
There are eleven hundred beds, one hundred 
and fifty nurses, eight physicians, and a labo­
ratory for medicines. The nurses are called 
“ Les Sœurs de la Charité.” They form a re­
ligious order, and entirely devote themselves 
to attendance on the sick in the hospital. 
They wear a dress of brown stuff—their cru­
cifix hangs low from the neck—their whole 
appearance is clean and respectable. This is 
a religious body, like that at Great St. Bernard, 
really useful to the community. The front of 
the hospital facing the Rhone is magnificent, 
and is now being completed. The bedsteads
of the patients are of iron, and every thing had 
the appearance of cleanliness and comfort. 
The Hospice de la Charité next attracted our 
curiosity ; it is quite a separate thing from the 
former. It is a religious establishment, con­
sisting of fifty sisters, and twenty brothers, de 
la Charité ; these superintend the house, which 
receives three or four hundred old persons 
above the age of seventy, who are entirely sup­
ported, clothed, and fed in the Hospice. It 
maintains also seven or eight thousand founds 
lings or orphan children, chiefly at nurseries 
in the country. I t  admits also des filles en­
ceintes, for their lying-in. This part of the plan 
fills me with great apprehension as to its moral 
tendency. I t  is in fact a premium upon vice. 
The fearful numbers of exposed or foundling 
children is a mournful proof of degenerated 
morals ; one thousand three hundred and eighty 
have been here received this year, that is in nine 
months ; a large proportion, I  should think, of 
all the births at Lyon. I am quite sure that 
the licensing and raising taxes from gambling 
houses, and other places of a profligate cha­
racter, must directly tend to recognize and in­
crease fatal immoralities. The whole system 
must be rotten to the core to admit of such re­
gulations. I t  is a still worse practice to suffer 
wretches stationed within houses of the worst 
description to be inviting passengers to enter, 
with a loud voice, and in the middle of the 
day. O what a falling off, since the noble 
army of martyrs died for the name of the 
Lord Christ, on this very spot !
Tuesday, one o’clock, Noon.—The former 
pastor at Lyon called on me yesterday. I 
had a long conversation with him. He defends 
the règlement at Geneva. This morning I. 
went and breakfasted with him and his wife 
and family; all amiable, obliging;—but I 
wanted something more of the spirit of real 
Christianity. He expressed great surprise at 
the state of Ireland—at our refusing the Ca­
tholics civil privileges—at.our neglect of the 
education of our poor—at the disturbances and 
riots in England. I  made such answers as I 
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could on these points. He then requested me 
to visit an English family in his neighbour­
hood which had just lost its father. I went. 
I  found a widow and four grown-up daughters. 
W hat was my astonishment to discover, after a 
while, that it was a family who had lived in 
the very house where I was born, in London ! 
They have been three years at Lyon. They 
are extremely well spoken of. The father 
died yesterday afternoon. The visit, though 
short, seemed much to relieve them. Thus, in 
a foreign land, some little duties of charity 
present themselves. If  God had pleased, the 
affliction and death might have been in my 
own house ! My son Daniel is to attend the 
funeral for me to-morrow; for I am obliged 
to go ofïj for a few days, to Geneva, about 
Scott’s Bible. I should have gone last week 
if my son’s illness had not prevented me. My 
friends are waiting to hold the promised meet­
ing. I  intend rejoining my family on Tuesday 
at Dijon, on the way to Paris.
Geneva, 116 miles from Lyon, Wednesday
Evening, seven o'clock, Oct. 1, 1823.—I set off 
in the mail from Lyon at three yesterday after­
noon, and arrived here at half-past three this 
afternoon. This said mail coach is a heavy 
lumbering carriage, with an infinity of lug­
gage, travelling four miles and three quarters 
in the hour. I was in the cabriolet, a sort of 
outside seat, in front of the carriage, with the 
prolonged roof of the coach to cover me, and 
a good leather to draw up in front ; so that 
you pay the same as for an inside place (twenty- 
two francs, about seventeen shillings) ; the 
evening and night were warm and fine, and 
the morning was charming. The country 
which we passed before night-fall was beauti­
ful, on the banks of the Rhone, which you will 
remember flows from Geneva to Lyon. We 
had supper at ten o’clock, at Pont d’Ain, and 
I actually dosed and slept all the night after­
wards, and a good part of to-day. W e break­
fasted at Bellegarde at eight, and walked to 
see what is called the Perte du Rhone—the 
Loss of the Rhone ; a most curious pheno-
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menon. The Rhone flows majestically front 
Geneva, in a bed of three or four hundred 
feet, till it reaches a defile between the moun­
tains Jura and Vouache, where it has only from 
sixty to one hundred and twenty feet of 
width. The rocks then become narrower and 
narrower, till such hard and insuperable masses 
present themselves, that the river, unable to 
break through them, has made itself a passage 
underneath. The Rhone disappears for sixty 
feet ; it then rises again, and soon resumes its 
noble tide. I never saw any thing at all resem­
bling it : you stand upon the bridge, and view 
on one side of it the fine river flowing along ; 
and on the other side, where you expect it to 
continue its course, there is nothing to be seen 
but dry rocks. A t the point where the moun­
tains first narrow themselves a strong fort is 
built, L'Ecluse, which Julius Cæsar described 
one thousand eight hundred years ago. It is 
the only entrance into France from the French 
part of Switzerland. As we drew near Ge­
neva we passed Ferney, and I ran up to see
the château where Voltaire lived, and the church 
which, in hypocrisy the most detestable, he 
built near it ; still it was something for Chris­
tianity to have forced such a man to acknow­
ledge in any way her importance and truth *. 
The church is low and mean. I am now at 
•Geneva, for the purpose of inquiring after the
* When I arrived at Paris, one of the first things I 
heard was, that a Bible Society had been formed at Fer­
ney, chiefly by the aid of the Baron de Stael. W hat a noble 
triumph for Christianity over this daring Infidel ! One 
of the first effects of the revival of true religion, or even 
of sound learning, in France, I should think, would be 
to lower the credit of this profligate, crafty, superficial, 
ignorant, incorrect writer. What plea can wit, or clever­
ness, or the force of satire, or the talent of ridicule, 
or a fascinating style, or the power of brilliant descrip­
tion, form, in a Christian country, for a man who em­
ployed them all, with a bitterness and ferocity of mind 
amounting almost to madness, against the Christian re­
ligion and the person of the Saviour? It is an unhappy 
circumstance that the present French Government is 
said to have mingled party politics with his name, and 
by ill-judged indignities to have attached a new po­
pularity to his impious works.
translation of Scott. I t  is quite painful to me 
to be thus separated so often from my dear 
family ; but circumstances of duty render it 
indispensable. Before I  finish to-night, tired 
as I  am, I must tell you what peculiarly agree­
able companions I  had on the road ; a Pro­
fessor of Divinity at Lausanne, a great friend 
of the Bible Society, and his family. W e soon 
became acquainted, and had a great deal of 
interesting conversation—1 tried to do some 
good to an apparently pious, but timid man. I t  
was an important occasion, which I  endeavoured 
to use to the very best of my judgment, espe­
cially in the way of removing prejudice and 
stimulating to zeal. But I must really wish 
you good night.
Geneva, Thursday, Oct. 2nd, three o'clock.— 
Thank God I slept twelve hours last night.— 
This morning I have been walking about the 
town, partly on business, and partly to obtain 
further information as to the moral and reli­
gious habits of the town. In passing along 
the streets, I observed a procession of Ca­
tholic priests, and followed them into the 
Catholic church. They were celebrating mass 
for the repose of the soul of the late Pope. 
An immense kind of tomb was erected in the 
middle of the church, with inscriptions on 
each side, and bougies lighted all around. 
Printed papers were given about in the church, 
with a copy of the inscriptions, and an extract 
from an artful seductive letter of the late Pope, 
relative to the Genevese. One of the inscrip­
tions was the famous passage, “ Thou art 
Peter, and on this rock I will build my church,” 
&c. ; quite forgetting, that it was not Peter 
personally, but instrumentally, as confessing 
the deity and mediation of Christ, and about to 
preach this for the conversion of mankind, that 
our Lord spoke of. But any thing serves for 
a pretext where the Holy Scriptures are un­
known. W hat most struck me was, to see this 
in the heart and centre of a Protestant city. 
It was, however, the French who first com­
pelled the Genevese to admit the Catholics. 
In coming from Lyon to Geneva, I noticed, 
that the postillions and common people rather
ridiculed the priests than otherwise. At dinner 
to-day, at the table-d’hôte, I  met three French 
gentlemen, pretty well informed ; Bonaparte 
was the topic of admiration, and England also : 
they much praised England for the unity 
which animated it the moment any common 
danger threatened ; this formed, in their view, 
the greatness of our nation.—The environs of 
Geneva are very fine. I walked to-day, on the " 
bastion, or promenade of the Rhone, at the 
end of which there is a charming view of the 
Lake and adjoining country. La Treille is 
another beautiful promenade of a similar kind. 
But the town itself is crowded and mean, 
except the upper streets and buildings on the 
summit of the hill, which are noble and hand­
some. The weather is cold—a good deal of 
snow fell last night on the Jura, over which I 
passed on Tuesday; and on Mount St. Ber­
nard, I  understand, it lies four feet deep, with 
so strong a wind as almost to carry away the 
traveller.
Eight o clock.—I have had a meeting with
the translators of Scott, and have been de­
lighted. All is going on well. The chief trans­
lator has a secretary to copy the manuscript— 
every thing promises that St. Matthew will be 
ready for the press in a few months. I  was in­
troduced to a French minister of Hamburgh, of 
rare talents, and as rare piety, who will, I trust, 
help me. I  shall, however, have enough to do, 
both here and at Paris, to arrange details. As I 
went to the meeting, I called on one of the pro­
fessors of the University. I was grieved at the 
spirit of prejudice and bigotry which he showed 
against all sorts of evangelical truth—a harsh, 
violent, impracticable man—a Socinian, appa­
rently, in principle. He really frightened me 
by his fierce attack on spiritual religion. O 
what a blessing to have been educated in 
sounder views of the Gospel of our Lord and 
Saviour, and to have some hope that we know 
and love that Saviour in sincerity of heart ! I 
forgot to say, that my friend, the Professor of 
Lausanne, told me that he had distributed near 
eight thousand Bibles in his Canton, and finds 
that six thousand more will be wanted, in order
to supply the whole deficiency; he has also 
nearly raised a fund, the interest of which will 
supply the poor of the Canton de Vaud with 
Bibles in perpetuity. How much solid good 
may one man do, and a man who, in some re­
spects, may be deemed too fearful ; and what 
a blessing is the Bible Society, to present a 
suitable object to such a man !
Friday Evening, half-past nine, Oct. 3.— 
This morning, at nine, I  accompanied some 
pious friends to Satigny, about six miles from 
Geneva. The morning was wet ; but the ride 
was through a fine country. Satigny contains 
about one thousand two hundred souls ; to­
wards whom the minister I  went to visit is a 
true shepherd. W e had a committee of four 
hours on the affair of Scott’s Bible. My friend 
from Hamburgh has agreed to undertake the 
translation of Milner’s Church History, and 
thus relieve my chief translator of a work for 
which he was engaged, and leave him at liberty 
for devoting himself to Scott. W e returned 
from Satigny about four ; and as soon as I had
dined, I went to hear a minister preach, who 
was some time since removed from his office in 
the college at Geneva on account of his evan­
gelical sentiments. I was pleased. His man­
ner was so pathetic, so calm, so persuasive, 
and his matter, upon the whole, so edifying, 
that I have scarcely heard any thing like it 
since I left London. He is an excellent 
man, a deeply pious spiritually-minded Chris­
tian, and a preacher of first-rate powers : there 
is an inexpressible unction in all lie delivers. 
Still his doctrine is a little too high, in my 
opinion, to be quite scriptural or safe in the 
long run; he does not sufficiently unite the 
preceptive and cautionary parts of Holy W rit 
with what are considered the consolatory and 
elevating—a fault not important in a single 
discourse, but infinitely momentous as extend­
ing over the whole system of a Minister’s in­
structions; and more especially if he stand 
almost alone,, or be watched and suspected by 
his -superiors in the church, or attract par­
ticular observation on account of the difficulties 
of his situation. I am sure the Reformers well
understood this. Still the sermon did me good.
I passed over what I thought less scriptural ; 
and was edified, animated, cheered by the ge­
neral tenor of the address. Whilst I was with 
my friend and translator, I looked for a minute 
into Milner's History, and found, to my de­
light, that the martyrs at Lyon were amongst 
the most holy of the primitive Christians. Po- 
thinus, their bishop, perished at the age of 
ninety. Irenæus was a presbyter of the church. 
The fortitude of Blandina was, above all, re­
markable. The sufferings endured were in­
credible. I now look back on Lyon, its am­
phitheatre, its subterraneous church, &c. with 
double interest. I  forgot to say that the King of 
the Netherlands appoints now the ministers to 
the Protestant churches, when they are vacant ; 
because the dissensions and animosities occa­
sioned by the elections threw the towns into 
confusion. This right the King has just 
claimed, without asking any one's leave. I 
suppose our King's prerogative of nominating 
bishops and deans sprung from similar mis­
chiefs ; but our King acts by responsible Mi-
nisters in all his appointments, which makes 
an immense difference. I  observe everywhere 
a certain jealousy of England in the breasts 
of the people, and even of some good people. 
This feeling would not exist to the degree it 
does, if English travellers conducted them­
selves with sound judgment, discretion, and 
Christian affection. Even now there are many 
thousand continental Christians who feel and ex­
press the sincerest love and the strongest attach­
ment to their British brethren. Still I shall need 
much prudence in managing the translation of 
Scott, and obtaining an entrance for it amongst 
the great body of Protestants all over the con­
tinent who speak or read French—for my ob­
ject is nothing less. I see clearly that the 
project could only be safely trusted to private 
hands; a public society would not only spoil 
the work as a literary performance, but excite 
distrust and suspicion under the present cir­
cumstances of the continent.
Saturday Evening, nine o'clock, Oct. 4.—I have 
had a very long, interesting, and instructive
day. I have been out ten hours visiting the 
town. And first, the views from Geneva are 
most beautiful. From the fortifications, you 
behold on all sides a fruitful and variegated 
country ; with the Alps and nearer foreground 
of mountains covered with snow. I sat for 
a minute on a bench, about three o’clock, 
just out of the town, and I  could not help 
breaking out into admiration of the enchant­
ing prospect around me. I took a boat after­
wards, and rowed (for the last time) on this 
lovely lake. I was more delighted, if possible, 
than ever. I must really cease to express 
my admiration of Swiss scenery. I am, per­
haps, more enthusiastic on this subject just 
now, because I  have seen to-day an admirable 
model of the greater part of my Swiss tour. 
It was twenty-six feet long by eighteen. The 
scale was small, Mont Blanc being only eleven 
inches high ; but it was quite sufficient to re­
call all my feelings of pleasure. I t  included 
Geneva on one side, and the Grimsel, Furca, 
Lucern, &c. on the others. I believe I told 
you that I saw a similar model of the centre
of Switzerland, at Lucern, by General PfyfFer. 
The next object I must mention is the Ca­
thedral, a fine, spacious, unadorned building, 
with benches only (like all the Reformed 
churches), and the names of each proprietor 
pasted on the back of his seat. The noble 
reformers and divines of Geneva who had 
preached there two or three centuries back, 
came forcibly to my recollection,—Farell— 
Viret—Calvin—Beza—Turretin, &c. For after 
all, it is not the buildings, but the men who 
filled them, and preached the gospel of Christ 
to a lost world, which gives the real interest, 
and excites the warmest and most grateful as­
sociations of thought in such visits. I visited 
also the public library of fifty thousand volumes, 
which is open to all the city. It is curious to ob­
serve haberdashers, tailors, watchmakers, pastry­
cooks, carpenters, porters, journeymen, citizens 
of every class, flocking every Tuesday to receive 
or change their books—four hundred persons of 
the common people on an average ; and they take 
out, not merely books of amusement, but of hi­
story, philosophy, theology. Accordingly most
persons here are savans ; this springs from the 
extraordinary care paid to education, and from 
the ease and leisure connected with the habits 
of a small and free town. The good effect of all 
this on real religion and on the moral habits 
of a people I doubt—the pride of half-learning 
is a most dangerous thing in every view, and 
most of all as it respects a real submission of 
the understanding and heart to the doctrines 
and grace of the gospel. I speak only gene­
rally. Amongst the curiosities of the library, 
I give the first place to Calvin’s Letters, which 
I venerated, though I could not decipher his 
hand-writing, which is the most perplexed of 
any I have seen. That of Farell and Viret, 
his fellow-reformers, was much more intelligible. 
I forgot to say that I saw the spot where these 
reformers first preached at Geneva. A Letter 
of our Sir Isaac Newton pleased me in another 
view. A volume of St. Austin's Letters on 
papyrus, of the sixth century, was curious. A 
copy of Cicero de Officiis, printed at Mentz, 
in 1465, just after the invention of printing, 
had a notice at the end, boasting that the work
Had not been done with the pen, nor with ink, 
but accomplished by a certain magnificent art 
newly discovered. W hat immense progress has 
that art since made—what an engine of good 
and of evil is the press become in every free 
state! A noble copy of the Vulgate of the 
eighth century contained the disputed passage, 
1 John, v. 8, 9. A book of Philip le Bel was 
on boards of wood, covered with black wax, 
and written with a stylus or iron pen.—Let 
me now tell you whom I  have seen to-day. I 
have been introduced to several of the pro­
fessors and pastors. One allowed me to talk 
with him freely. He was complaining of the 
new Dissidents. I told him, the only way to 
keep a church united was to preach plainly 
and simply the Gospel of Christ ; that if this 
was not done at Geneva, the dissensions would 
increase more and more. He replied, that 
during the last century, Voltaire was read by 
every shop-boy ; and that the clergy, to keep 
the people Christians, confined themselves to 
moral topics merely ; now, however, the clergy 
were beginning to preach the Gospel, because
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the times required it. I observed upon this, that 
the Gospel was the same in every age, and that 
truth and duty, not fashion, were the rule of a 
minister's conduct. I added, that though I 
did not myself, in every particular, agree with 
Calvin, yet on the points of the proper and 
supreme deity of Christ, the propitiation of his 
death, the fall of man, justification by faith, 
the influences of the Holy Spirit, and good 
works as the fruit, of faith, I fully accorded 
with him ; and that the first men in the Uni­
versities of Oxford and Cambridge, and all the 
English clergy, agreed with me in the main as 
to these doctrines, though many would, un­
doubtedly, differ from me as to the manner 
of preaching and applying them. He received 
all I said with perfect good-temper. I have 
not time (for it is half-past ten) to tell you of 
several other interviews ; I will only say, I  sat 
an hour in the evening with my friend from 
Hamburgh, who delighted me with an account 
of the amazing revival of religion at that place— 
an impression made in the town—numbers con­
verted—several young ministers raised up. My
heart was rejoiced. The Gospel, wherever it 
is truly preached, is still the power of God to 
salvation.
Sunday Afternoon, three o’clock, Oct. 5.— 
I  went this morning at ten, to hear a celebrated 
preacher of this town. I was grieved. Talent 
mis-employed, zeal wasted, arguments false or 
insufficient—all fundamentally wrong. A ser­
mon on affliction, leaving out almost all the 
main topics, and grossly mistaking others. The 
church was full—congregation attentive—de­
livery good—matter ably arranged—all right, 
except the entire doctrine of the discourse. 
After the sermon, I had a conference with a pious, 
amiable, aged minister, who mourns over the state 
of religion here, and prays and hopes for a gra­
dual improvement in the body of pastors. He tells 
me, that subscription to the Helvetic Confession, 
which resembles our thirty-nine articles, was abo­
lished about a hundred years since, by the Council 
of State, in consequence of the vehement disputes 
of the pastors, amongst themselves. The cate­
chism was set aside only in 1788 ; the règlement
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followed*. At twelve o’clock, I went to the 
English church, and heard an excellent sermon 
from the resident chaplain. It did me good. 
The matter of it was as much superior to that 
which I had heard earlier in the morning, as 
the manner, composition, and delivery, were 
inferior. The contrast was striking : the French 
sermon, able, well-arranged, forcible—delivered 
with the whole soul of the preacher ; the En­
glish, feeble, careless, unimpressive—delivered 
with the indifference of a school-boy. A t two 
o’clock, I attended another of the pastors—a 
pleasing sermon, on the omniscience and omni­
presence of God ; nothing contrary to sound 
doctrine—rather agreeable to it.—Thus far, 
then, have I gone in my sixteenth silent Sun­
day. My dear family arrived, as I hope, at 
Dijon from Lyon, last night ; there I shall re­
joice to meet them on Tuesday, that we may 
proceed on to Paris together, and return to 
dear, dear England.
Sunday Evening, ten o’cloc/c.—I have spent
* See the note at the end of this letter, p. 205.
a most delightful evening at one of the Pro­
fessors of the University. W e had family de­
votion. In the midst of it arrived a French 
Protestant minister, from the Cevennes, in the 
department of the Garde. Our host, when he 
had ended his own prayèr, asked him to pray, 
and then me ; so that a minister of the Swiss, 
French, and English churches, prayed in suc­
cession. W e had then an hour and a half 
of most edifying conversation—quite delightful. 
The French minister complained loudly of 
the indiscretion of friends in England, in ad­
dressing, a few years ago, circular letters to 
the Protestant ministers of La Garde, to in­
quire whether they were persecuted, &c. The 
Préfet of his parish was extremely angry, and 
asked, what the English would have said if 
French priests had sent circular letters to the 
Catholics of Ireland, with similar inquiries? 
He told me also, that at the Revocation of 
the Edict of Nantes, in 1685, when Louis XIV. 
persecuted the Protestants of the Cevennes 
with his Dragonnades, he pulled down their 
churches to build forts : but that now within
a few years (since Bonaparte gave liberty to the 
Protestants), some of these forts have been de­
stroyed, in return, to build churches. Surely a 
retributive Providence rules the world, and is at 
times visibly apparent. This French minister 
from the sequestered mountains of Cevennes 
charmed me—such piety, talent, vivacity, simpli­
city, joined with an original creative mind, that 
he quite arrested me. He has left that same sort 
of powerful impression which my dear friends, 
the French minister at Franckfort, and M. W it­
tenbach at Bern, in different ways, did. But I 
must absolutely close—the coach starts at half­
past four in the morning. Adieu.
Monday Morning, half-past fo u r .—At Ge­
neva still, just going off for Dijon. Farewell 




N ote referred, to p .  202.
T his règlement of the church of Geneva, which was 
issued in May 1817, and which prohibits the clergy 
from inculcating fully and explicitly, the Divinity of 
Christ, Original Sin, Grace, and Predestination, is one 
of the most afflictive circumstances which has occurred 
in any Protestant church since the reformation. The  
open persecution at Lausanne is nothing compared to 
this digging up of the foundations of the faith, and 
poisoning the very wells o f salvation. A laboured apo­
logy for it has been attempted by M. Simond, in his late 
acute and able work*. H e does not, indeed, scruple to 
regret that it  was issued ; but the main purport o f his 
remarks is to show, that it was necessary to preserve the 
peace of the church, and that the ministers of Geneva 
have done right in not prolonging fruitless debates after 
fourteen centuries o f contention.
This apology is exactly agreeable to the indifference, 
as to religious opinions, which is so fashionable in 
the present day. But the real question is, whether 
any body of ministers have a right to alter, conceal, 
or check the full and fair development of the great truths 
of revelation, on the plea of preserving peace. Are not
* Voyage en Suisse. Paris, 1822, p. 353—363.
the doctrines o f the Deity and Propitiation of the Son 
o f God, of the lost and fallen condition of man, of the 
necessity of efficacious grace to the conversion of the 
heart from sin to holiness, and of the ascription of all we 
receive and hope for to the mercy of God, the very sum 
and substance of the Christian religion ? And though 
the doctrine of the divine will in predestination be not a 
tenet equally fundamental, yet it  is confessedly found in 
the Holy Scriptures, and is avowed and expounded in 
most of the Protestant confessions. The Seventeenth 
Article o f the English church is expressly on this topic. 
As to the other three prohibited doctrines, I would 
ask, W hat is the great mystery of godliness, but “  God 
manifest in the flesh ?” W hat the great proclamation of 
the gospel itself, but that “  God is in Christ, reconciling 
the world unto himself?” W hat the great charge brought 
against the human race, but that “  all have sinned and 
come short o f the glory of God,” that “  by one man sin 
entered into the world,” that we “ are all by nature 
children of wrath,” and that it is “  God that worketh in 
us to will and to do of his good pleasure ?” W hat is the 
main summary of the whole scheme of revelation, but that 
“ by grace are ye saved through faith; and that not of 
yourselves : it is the gift of G el, not of works, lest any man 
should boast ; for ye are his workmanship, created in 
Christ Jesus unto good works, which God hath before or-
dained that ye should walk in them ?” And what was 
the chief glory of the reformation, but to have brought 
again these troths to light, and made them the subjects of 
public instruction ?
It  is true, disputes and controversies have, through 
the infirmity of man, arisen in various ages, on questions 
connected with these sublime mysteries. B ut are there 
not abundant remedies for such evils provided in the 
precepts and narratives o f the N ew  Testament, and espe­
cially in the Epistles o f St. Paul ? W as it ever imagined 
that the remedy of such debates was the annihilation of 
the whole gospel itself? Did St. Paul, on account of the 
dissensions at Corinth, cease to preach “  Jesus Christ and 
him crucified?” W hen the Galatians disputed so as even 
to devour one another, did he not the more solemnly 
inculcate the gospel which he had first delivered ? And 
with regard to peace in the particular Church of Geneva, 
did not the règlement o f June 1, 1725, as M. Simond 
acknowledges, require the Moderator to charge those who 
were admitted into the sacred ministry “  not to treat in 
the pulpit of any curious and useless topics, which m ight 
disturb the peace of the church ;” whilst he nevertheless 
engaged them to “ maintain the doctrine of the holy
 
Apostles and Prophets as it is contained in the books of
 
the Old and New Testament, of which doctrine they had 
d summary in their catechism ?" W hy was this formula, 
which was stripped of its last clause in 1788, not restored,
as the most natural and authoritative expedient for pre­
serving peace ?
M. Simond says, with a sort o f triumph, that the 
ministers are only forbidden to preach on these four pro­
scribed topics controversially. B ut were the excellent 
discourses of the Regent in 1818, on T he fall of the faith­
ful, and on The faith which saves, controversial ? Can 
any discourses be more simple, more practical, more 
solid, more affecting? W hy then were the pulpits of 
Geneva closed against him? Or were the private 
instructions he gave the children of his class pole­
mical, or contrary to the peace of the Church? W hy  
then was he dismissed arbitrarily from his office, and 
cast with his wife and children upon the wide world ?
M. Simond draws an extravagant portrait of the sen­
timents which he is pleased to denominate methodistical, 
as maintained at Geneva. It is not my province to defend 
every particular sentiment or proceeding which pious per­
sons under an unjust and intolerant inquisition may have 
fallen into. Nothing can be more unfair than to lay 
hold on the mistakes or infirmities o f those who are the 
objects o f persecution, as a palliation of such persecution. 
Supposing these errors to be tenfold greater than they 
have been alleged to be by their bitterest enemies, no rea­
sonable man can doubt that the pious Regent above re­
ferred to and the other studentsat Geneva were silenced and 
deprived of their rights, not on account of those indiscre­
tions, but because they held the doctrines o f Farell, and 
Viret, and Calvin, and Beza, and all the Reformers on the 
fundamental tenets of the glorious gospel ; because they 
believed and professed the mystery of the Eternal Trinity, 
the divinity and atonement of the Son o f God, the fall 
and corruption of man, and his incapacity for any thing 
spiritually good without the operation of divine grace ; 
and the ascription of salvation from first to last to the 
undeserved mercy of God in Christ Jesus— those my­
steries within which all the truth, and holiness, and con­
solation of genuine Christianity lie, and which when 
they are excluded, no single instance can be produced of  
any real progress being made in Christian piety and 
virtue.
B ut M. Simond enumerates, with much complacency, 
the doctrines which the ministers of Geneva are still 
allowed to preach— the providence of God, the resurrec­
tion of the dead, the last judgment, the necessity of a 
divine revelation, &c. &c. ; and concludes by assuring 
us, that it is the chef-d’œuvre of theology to make re­
vealed, agree with natural religion— the very Deism this, 
coloured over with Christianity, which marks the fatal 
fall which I am deploring in the church of Geneva. 
For what are these doctrines, if  separated from the great 
Sacrifice o f an Incarnate Saviour, and the efficacious 
operations of the Eternal Spirit, but a mockery of man’s 
misery ? Where is pardon, where adoption, where peace
of conscience, where regeneration and conversion, where 
holy love to a dying and glorified Saviour, where the 
influences of grace, where the springs of obedience and 
mortification of sin, which are all necessary in order to 
meet with comfort this awful resurrection and the judg­
ment of the last day ? Better, far better that the delusive 
peace of the Genevese church should be troubled, than 
that all the souls committed to its care should perish in 
ignorance of the life-giving truths o f salvation. Indeed 
real peace in a church can be obtained by no such me­
thods. T he way to that great blessing is, by the humble, 
faithful preaching of the gospel in all its fulness, as it 
was delivered to us by the Apostles and Evangelists, and 
re-asserted by the Reformers and Martyrs— then would a 
meek and docile temper, and all other holy fruits of obe­
dience, be framed and cultivated in those who received 
the grace of the Saviour, and peace flourish and abound.
I speak the more warmly on this subject, because 
Geneva furnishes many of the Protestant churches in 
every part of Europe with young pastors. The doctrines 
of her once celebrated university are preached at Paris 
and Lyon, at Brussels and Hamburgh, at London and 
St. Petersburg. Let us pray then that divine truth may 
again revive amongst her ministers, pastors, and pro­
fessors. Voltaire and Rousseau have passed away. The  
mischievous and poisonous influence of their writings is 
rapidly diminishing. They live no longer to feed a
prurient curiosity with a succession of impious and licen­
tious productions. Let us hope then that sound learning 
and sound theology may gradually revive. Surely the 
pastors of Geneva must hear sometimes of the grief and 
consternation which fill Protestant Europe at their fall ! 
—Surely they m ust feel the cutting reproaches of Roman 
Catholics, and even of Infidels, on their inconsistent and 
unmanly conduct as professors of the religion of Christ * ! 
— Surely they must observe in the incipient dissenting 
bodies springing up in the bosom o f their republic, and 
which will increase daily till the true doctrine is again
* M. Simond quotes Rousseau as saying, with much 
truth, “  People ask the ministers of the church of 
Geneva, i f  Jesus Christ is God. They dare not reply. 
A philosopher casts a rapid look on them. H e pene­
trates them, he sees them to be Arians, Socinians, 
Deists ; he says this, with the idea of doing them honour. 
Immediately they assemble in alarm and terror, they dis­
cuss, they are agitated, they know not on what Saint to 
call, and after a variety of consultations, deliberations, 
conferences, all ends in an equivoque in which they 
neither say yes nor no. O Genevese, your ministers are 
truly singular persons; people know not what they 
believe nor what they do not believe. One knows not 
even what they pretend to believe ; their only manner 
of establishing their faith is by attacking that o f others.”
preached in the churches, that neither peace nor unity can 
be attained on their present plan ! Surely that part at least 
of the ministers and students whose prejudices are less 
fixed, must see, in the daily accounts of the progress of 
religion in every part of the world by the name of the 
Lord Jesus, that there is a reality in the gospel, a 
power, an efficacy from on high, which attends the 
humble preaching of the doctrines of grace, which no 
other scheme of religion can pretend to. O, may the 
time be hastened, when Geneva, having “  repented and 
done her first works,” shall again resume her rank 
amongst the Reformed Churches, and become once more 
the favourite University of Continental Europe! The  
small number of her pastors * may make a return com­
paratively easy. Already some favourable appearances 
present themselves. I  had the pleasure of seeing myself 
several pastors who were imbued with the genuine love 
of a crucified Saviour, and I heard of others who still 
“  hold the h e a d .”  In the meantime, let it be the care 
of those who are suffering for righteousness’ sake to 
walk circumspectly, to study the meek and passive cha­
racter of the primitive Christians when under persecution, 
to imbibe the eminentspiritof wisdom and humility which 
adorned the Reformers of the Swiss churches, and which
* About thirty or forty.
was more remarkable than even their fortitude or zeal ; 
and, above all, to take heed to t h e  d o c t r i n e  which 
they preach, that it be “  sound speech that cannot be 
condemned,” that they dwell chiefly on great and necessary 
truths—that they avoid matters o f confessed difficulty or 
inferior moment, however scriptural, in their view, they 
may be ;—or that, at all events, they treat such points with 
the reserve which the Apostles constantly exhibit, and 
that thus they “  show themselves to be workmen that need 
not to be ashamed, rightly dividing the word of truth,"
L E T T E R  X V II.
Dole, Department o f the Jura, 110 miles 
fro m  Geneva, about 2522 miles fro m  
London by my route, Tuesday Morning, 
October 7, 1823.
MY DEAREST SISTER,
So far have I come in this tire­
some diligence. W e left Geneva at half-past 
four yesterday. The day soon broke out 
beautifully. W e passed along the Lake to 
Nyon, and then ascended the Dole mountain, 
the highest of the chain of the Jura ; five 
thousand eight hundred and fifty feet—insuf­
ferably cold. W e supped at St. Laurent, and 
at half-past four this morning, we arrived at 
Poligny, having performed eighty-three miles 
in twenty-four hours, i. e. not quite three miles 
and a half in the hour. The road across the
Jura was surrounded with rude, magnificent 
scenery, and in some places was sublime and 
beautiful. Snow lay Scattered here and there, 
and on the summit pretty thickly. Posts 
are erected at short intervals, to mark its 
depth in the winter. One set of horses drew 
us three stages, forty-four miles. They ma­
naged this, by resting while we supped, and 
whilst our luggage was searched, which was 
only three times in nine hours ! Dole, where 
we are about to breakfast, is a town of eight 
thousand five hundred souls, on the river 
Doube, the Dubis of Cæsar, and formerly the 
capital of Franche-compté. It contains some 
ruins of a Roman amphitheatre and aqueduct. 
I have two English gentlemen as my com­
panions, who are very agreeable ; and one 
Italian lady, who speaks good French. She 
talks fast on all sorts of subjects, and amongst 
other questions asked me this morning, if I 
was a Catholic. This led to a long con­
versation. The point I insisted upon was, that 
the church of Rome had gradually lost the 
simple and scriptural meaning of each part
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of Christ’s religion, and had substituted a 
gross external sense instead of it. Thus, for 
the spiritual invisible church, the outward 
church of Rome was substituted, and for 
Christ its head, the Pope ; for feeding by faith 
on the body and blood of Christ, transubstan- 
tiation ; for repentance, penance ; for confes­
sion of sins before God, auricular confession to 
a priest ; for prayer to God from the heart, 
vain repetitions of Paternosters ; for reverence 
and honour to the Virgin Mary and the Saints, 
religious and, in fact, idolatrous worship ; for 
secret holy love to the Saviour, images and 
crucifixes ; for reliance on the satisfaction and 
atonement of Christ only, the sacrifice of the 
mass, pilgrimages, lacerations, merits of saints, 
indulgences, purgatory, &c. ; and for the in­
fluence of the Holy Spirit, merit of congruity, 
mere external and unassisted efforts, incense, 
lights ever burning, &c. ; and so of all the
rest ! She confessed, that in her heart she
preferred the Protestant religion, as the most 
pure ; but that having been brought up a Ca­
tholic, she did not feel at liberty to change. I
thought it at last most advisable to urge her 
to read the New Testament, and to attend at 
least to the main essentials of religion, as she 
found them there enforced ; repentance, faith, 
love, obedience.—The country, since we have 
descended the Jura, is tolerably pleasant, but 
not fine. The villages are rather miserable. 
The women wear wooden shoes without stock­
ings. The lands are not well cultivated : there 
are vineyards occasionally.
As the breakfast is not ready, I may as well 
inform you that the ministers of Geneva (for I 
tell you things as they come to my recollec­
tion) have the unfavourable habit of perpe­
tually changing duties: a printed paper is 
published every Saturday, with a list of the 
preachers for the week. Besides this, they 
have months of repose, alternately with months 
of preaching ; the consequence, I conceive, is, 
that the pastoral feelings must be weakened, 
as well as the habits of painful diligence which 
become the minister of Christ. The religion 
of too many of the Genevese, and indeed of 
the Swiss generally, seems at present to have
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degenerated from the dedication of the heart 
to God, and the pervading influence of Chris­
tian principles through the whole life, to a 
formal preparation for the first communion and 
an attendance on the three or four annual fes­
tivals. Surely this is greatly to mistake the 
nature of true religion. A patriotic spirit is a 
good deal cherished amongst the youth ; the 
students of all the different colleges and aca­
demies meet once a year, at a central spot in 
Switzerland, to encourage a love to their coun­
try ; about six hundred are meeting this week, 
at Zofingen. There is much sincere and sim­
ple devotion amongst many individuals at Ge­
neva, notwithstanding the general state of the 
church. One lady, the mother of a large fa­
mily, charmed me by her humble and yet 
ardent spirit of piety. It is said that her 
deeds of charity may be counted not merely 
by the days, but by the hours of lier life. 
She maintains in the most admirable order 
two orphan schools almost at her own charge. 
Her love to her Saviour, her delight in prayer, 
her meekness, her humility and teachableness,
her zeal in every good work, delighted me, 
even on the short acquaintance I had the op­
portunity of forming. I  trust there are many, 
many such in every class of society, and that 
the number will increase. Prohibited books 
are introduced into the Continental States in a 
curious way : the title-page and contents of 
Blair’s Sermons, for example, are put for those 
of O’Meara’s Bonaparte, and thus the fraud 
is concealed.
Dijon, Capital o f ancient Burgundy, eight 
o’clock, Tuesday Night.—'Thank God, I  am 
safely arrived, after a journey of thirty-eight 
hours from Geneva, and one hundred and 
forty-two miles. I left Dole at twelve, in an­
other coach which met us from Besançon, and 
which consisted of three parts, a front chariot 
and two bodies of coaches, holding fifteen 
persons' altogether. I was seated in the chariot, 
called le coupé. We had five horses, and 
our pace improved so astonishingly, that we 
went five miles and a half the hour! We 
passed through a fortified town, named Aux-
onne, where Bonaparte is said to have studied 
in the School of Artillery. I  had a companion 
in the coupé, who was descended of Irish 
parents : you may judge what was our topic of 
discourse, the conduct of our government to 
the Irish Catholics. He was a sensible sort 
of man.—I found my dearest Mrs. W . and my 
daughter here pretty well. They arrived from 
Lyon on Saturday, at noon. The dear boys 
set off, in one of the carriages, for Paris, on 
Monday morning,' because the eldest is called 
to Oxford, by the commencement of Term. 
Thus has it pleased God to preserve and 
bless us. We follow my sons to-morrow to 
Paris. Adieu.
Maison Neuve, Department o f Cote d’Or, 43 
•milesfrom Dijon, an the Auxerre and Fontaine­
bleau road to Paris, Wednesday Evening, seven 
o'clock, Oct. 8.—Such is the place from which 
I date my letter to-night. W e had all retired 
to rest last evening, at Dijon, between eight and 
nine. I slept quite well till six, and then rose 
to visit the town of Dijon, before we set off
I  first went to the Cathedral ; the spire is one 
of the most elegant I  have ever seen ; the 
spires of Coventry and Worcester are the only 
ones to which I can compare it; it is two 
hundred and eighty feet high. As I  walked 
along, I observed on all the churches an im­
mense placard. I  stopped from mere curiosity 
to see what it was. I t  was an advertisement 
of a new edition of the History of the mira­
culous Image of Nôtre Dame, at Dijon. I 
thought this quite piquant ; I  hurried to the 
church, and looked all around :—a gaudy, 
embellished building, filled with altars, and 
pictures, and statues ; but no image, that I  
could discover. I went out and inquired of an 
elderly woman. She took me up to an altar 
on which was the statue of the Virgin, re­
sembling that of a blackamoor, and decked 
out with tawdry ornaments. I  afterwards 
bought the book : positively it asserts the 
various miracles performed by this wretched 
figure. Nay more, indulgences are granted 
to all who worship this image, and a society is 
formed to celebrate feasts to her honour. As
the image is black, the author attempts to 
prove, very gravely, that the Virgin Mary was 
of a swarthy complexion. I have brought the 
book with me to England. W hat can one 
hope for, when such mummeries are obtruded 
upon France, in the nineteenth century, and 
after the attacks made by infidelity on our com­
mon Christianity? Two-tliirds of the churches 
of Dijon are shut up and used as storehouses 
and granaries. The Palace of the old Dukes of 
Burgundy is now a police office, museum, and 
library. One of the magnificent staircases is 
a bookseller’s shop ; the arcades are built up, 
and used as shops likewise. Originally the 
palace seems to have occupied almost half the 
town. Dijon was the seat of one of the ancient 
parliaments, and contains now twenty-two thou­
sand souls. The Protestants are considered 
to be Jews, or rather (as I hope), confounded 
with them, just as they were at Dunkirk ; for 
I cannot imagine any persons actually to be- 
lieve the Protestants to be Jews. I inquired 
of several persons where the great Bossuet was
born. I found the street which bears his 
name, Rue de Bossuet. It still took me some 
time to find the house of his birth : no one 
could tell me any thing about him : at last, I 
found the place, a bookseller’s shop. Two 
hundred years had effaced almost all traces of 
this prodigious genius, except his small chapel. 
I  entered it, and examined every part, not with­
out veneration. The house itself has under­
gone so many alterations, as to contain only a 
few rooms of the original building. Bossuet is 
undoubtedly the first writer whom the French 
possess ; but he is not one of my greatest 
favourites. I  cannot divest my mind of his 
harsh treatment of the amiable Fénélon. His 
haughty domineering spirit as he acquired 
weight in the councils of France, and the share 
which I cannot but think he took in the re ­
vocation of the Edict of Nantes, have, also, left 
an unfavourable impression on me as to his 
whole character. But his sermons, which were 
not prepared for publication, and are the first 
effusions of his heart in his early life, when his 
piety seems to have been really fervent and
sincere, are admirable. They were published 
after his death. I  prefer them to those of 
Massillon and Bourdaloue. There is quite as 
much of religious truth in them, with more of 
nature, force, energy, surprising thoughts, and 
an overpowering eloquence, negligent of exact 
form, and carrying away the reader. The 
finest trait in his conduct at court was his 
writing to his royal master when with the camp 
in Flanders, to remonstrate with him, in the 
most respectful but firm manner, on the scandal 
of his connexion with madame de Montespan 
—and then his going out to meet the king 
when he was returning from the campaign, 
and alighting from his carriage and placing 
himself in the midst of the road, by which his 
majesty was about to pass, in order to entreat 
and urge him to a change of conduct, and a 
true conversion to God. This was noble and as 
became a Christian bishop, especially towards 
an imperious tyrant like Louis XIV. But 
I  must not enlarge. The city of Dijon is 
one of the finest in France: the streets are 
wide and open, and the buildings handsome.
I t  stands on the river Ouche. W e left it at 
half-past nine, and came to this village (Maison 
Neuve), where, finding no horses, we have 
taken up our abode for the night. We have 
had beautiful weather, and good roads; but 
the horses and postillions are so indifferent, 
that we have been eight hours going forty- 
three miles. We have met a great many wag­
gons to-day of rather a curious construction. 
They are small carriages, on four wheels, with­
out bodies ; the merchandize being packed with 
straw, on two trunks of trees, which form the 
bottom of the waggon. The whole is covered 
with a wrapper of white clean cloth, and kept 
close with cords. One horse draws the car­
riage. A train of ten or twenty of them follow 
each other, and there is one man to about five. 
Goods are transported in this way all across 
France. The horse has an enormous collar, 
and a cloth over the harness. W e met num­
bers of these waggons in many parts of Switzer­
land. Sometimes the pole of them rises many 
feet above the horse’s head, in the most awk­
ward way imaginable, and then it has two
chains joining it to the harness of the animal. 
In fact, so far as I  can judge, France is in most 
respects much behind our happy country. You 
see scarcely any fields, barns, and farm-houses, 
in this part of the Côte d’Or—all is one common. 
The country through which we have passed 
to-day has been far from fine—but I  must pre­
pare for bed ; it is past eight o'clock. The 
dear boys, I hope, arrived at Paris this after­
noon ; we are about one hundred and seventy- 
five miles off. W e hope to sleep to-morrow 
night at Joigny, Friday at Fontainebleau, and 
Saturday at Paris.
Joigny, Thursday Evening, half-past six .— 
Through God's goodness we have arrived safely 
in this town, after a journey of seventy-seven 
English miles. Nothing can show more how 
amazingly my dear Ann is improved in health, 
than that she can bear such a journey. She 
came an equal distance the two days from Lau­
sanne to Lyon,—one hundred and forty miles. 
In fact, she thinks she has not been so well for 
years, as she was the month she passed at Lau-
sanne. The chief things which have pleased 
us to-day are Avallon and Auxerre. Avallon 
is a romantic town on the river Cousin : the 
celebrated Theodore Beza is said to have been 
born in the neighbourhood. Auxerre is one of 
the most beautifully situated cities which I  have 
seen since I  left England. I t is the chief town 
of the Department of the Yonne, and stands 
on the river of that name ; it has twelve thou­
sand souls. A gentle hill gives the place a 
lovely appearance from a distance. As you 
approach, the view is remarkably fine. The 
foreground is covered with vineyards ; then the 
river presents itself ; above is the town, on the 
rising ground, crowned with fertile hills and 
meadows. The sides are bounded by trees and 
pastures on the one hand, and the fine bridge 
leading to the town on the other. Whilst we 
were changing horses, I ran up with my little 
Eliza to see the Cathedral, which is a noble, 
lofty structure. W e have been passing to-day 
through some of the finest vineyards of this 
part of France. The vintage is not yet begun.
The vin ordinaire, included in the dinners, is 
now excellent.
Friday Evening, October 10tli, half-past six  
Fontainebleau, Department o f  Seine and. Marne, 
40 miles from  Paris.—Again a day of goodness 
and mercy from our Heavenly Father. My 
dear Ann and Eliza are now sitting by me at 
a small table, after an excellent dinner, of which 
we have just partaken. I  seem now to be at 
home ; we are so near to Paris. W e have 
come sixty-one miles to-day from Joigny ; and 
our road and horses have been so good, that 
we were somewhat less than nine hours upon 
the route. W e were all in bed last night long 
before nine ; and .this morning I rose soon after 
five, and was out by six visiting the town of 
Joigny. I was not aware of it ; but really we have 
advanced so far into the autumn, that I could 
hardly see my way about. The evenings seem 
yet more drawn in. At half-past six yesterday, 
when we arrived at Joigny, it was rather later 
and darker than we could have wished. Joigny
is a small town of five thousand souls, beauti­
fully situated on the river Yonne. It has a fine 
quay along the river. The chief part of the 
town is, like Auxerre, on the ascent of a steep 
hill ; on the summit of which stands a ruined 
château, built by Cardinal Gondi. I walked 
through the dilapidated rooms, half-enlight­
ened by the obscure dawn, with a feeling of 
melancholy on considering the vanity of human 
grandeur. O, how many instances have we 
seen of proud display and magnificent expense 
all laid in ruin ! Italy had scarcely any thing 
else but neglected forgotten palaces. But the 
most striking lesson I have received of this kind 
is in the superb chateau of Fontainebleau, 
where we now are. As soon as we arrived here 
(at four this afternoon) I went to visit this cele­
brated palace. All Europe is familiar with it 
by name ; it is an immense mass of buildings, 
containing five squares or courts ; almost like 
a town. I t was a favourite residence of Fran­
çois I. Henry IV. Louis XIV. and Bonaparte, 
just the four persons most celebrated in French 
history. There is a spot where Henry IV. is
said to have held his secret councils. The Pope, 
who is just dead, was imprisoned here by Bona­
parte for a year and a half. W e walked through 
the suite of apartments, and saw his library, 
chapel, saloon, &c. The altar of the room which 
he used as his chapel is now set aside and 
marked by an inscription. The Count d’Artois 
(now Monsieur) makes use of the same rooms, 
and had left them only the day before yester­
day : he comes to hunt in the forest, of thirty- 
four thousand acres (twelve leagues), surround­
ing the Château. But the most affecting cir­
cumstance to me, was to see the very table on 
which Bonaparte signed his abdication, April, 
1814, in the very room where he sat, and ad­
joining the very bed-room in which he slept. 
Fontainebleau was hisfavourite palace. Now all 
his pictures are removed, and every trace of him 
effaced—what a lesson ! I  was struck with a 
large model of the city of Madrid placed in the 
ball-room, which Bonaparte caused to be begun 
in 1802, and which took the architect six years 
to finish. The very source of his overthrow 
seems to have been a darling object years be-
fore his first invasion ofSpain in 1808. History 
will soon sit in judgment on this extraordinary 
man. His scepticism as to all religious truth, 
his unbounded ambition, his waste of human 
life and happiness in the prosecution of his 
projects, the injustice and treachery of his in­
vasions, the iron yoke which he imposed on the 
subject nations, his unmitigated hatred of Eng­
land, his individual acts of cruelty and blood, 
are points now generally admitted. But it is 
impossible to travel on the continent without 
being compelled to witness the proofs of his 
admirable policy, and of his zeal to promote, in 
many respects, the welfare and moral advance­
ment of the people over whom he reigned. 
Not to dwell on the liberty of public worship 
which he nobly granted the Protestants of every 
confession : there is something so splendid in 
his national works, there are so many monu­
ments of his legislative wisdom, so many traits 
of grandeur in his projects, that you do not 
wonder thaf his name is still every where re­
vered. He, in fact, brought royalty and talent 
into such close contact, that there was some 
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danger of men beginning to estimate the value 
of a sceptre by the mere ability of the hand that 
wielded it. The unfavourable tendency of this 
unnatural union of splendid vice and glorious 
ambition, on the public morals and the religious 
habits of Europe, is obvious—it debases the best 
principles of the heart. Of Bonaparte, as an 
unconscious instrument of Divine Providence 
for scourging guilty nations, for shaking the 
papacy to its base, and arousing those dormant 
energies in the mass of the population of Eu­
rope, which may probably issue in the general 
diffusion of a reasonable liberty, and of all the 
blessings of the glorious gospel of Christ, t 
will not trust myself to speak. This view, 
though the most correct perhaps, has been 
far too exclusively taken already by religious 
persons.—The country through which we have 
passed to-day has been tolerably fine ; but as 
we are now travelling North, just at the turn 
of the year, we feel excessively cold. As we 
passed through Sens, we looked up with in­
terest to the Cathedral where the pious and 
devotional Bernard, the last of the Fathers of
the Church, condemned in 1140 the doctrine 
of Abelard. W e have now passed through 
about sixty miles of vineyards. The vines are 
short, planted in rows, and supported by sticks ; 
not by treillises and arbours as in Italy. As 
the vintage is approaching, persons are set to 
guard the grapes. They are .chiefly red in 
this part of the country. The costume of the 
women is not remarkable : no bonnets are worn 
on any part of the continent, except by the 
higher classes. The female peasants here wear 
a coloured handkerchief wrapped round the 
head in the form of a turban, often of a red or 
scarlet colour. The men affect a dirty, shabby 
finery ; a beggar comes up to you with a mili­
tary cocked hat ; the stable-boy has a pig-tail, 
and perhaps powdered hah-, ear-rings, and ge­
nerally a dirty night-cap; the boots- of the 
postilions are of enormous and lumbering size ; 
some to-day were ribbed with iron, and actually 
made the feet of the poor rider swing about, 
instead of his being able to guide them ; then 
an undressed sheep’s-skin with all its wool, 
enveloping the knees, is a further addition to
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his burden. The agriculture still appears 
wretched. Almost all one common land. A 
horse, a mule, an ass, draw the same plough, 
which a woman drives, whilst a man guides the 
plough-share. On the roads, too, you meet a 
waggon heavily laden, with four large fine 
horses like ours in England, and then an ass 
in front, leader of the train ; and this ass, a 
mean, half-starved creature. The fact is, the 
proprietors'bring out every animal they possess 
of every species, when they have goods to trans­
port from place to place. The number of beg­
gars is shocking : their diseased, distorted ap­
pearance is often such, that I am obliged to give 
them something before we can get out of the 
carriage. The dirt, untidiness, misery, in the 
private habits of the innkeepers and ordinary 
inhabitants of the continent, German, Swiss, 
Italian, French, arenottobe described on paper: 
I cannot account for it: go into their rooms, their 
kitchens, their pantries, it is enough to suffocate 
you. The interior of the abodes of the nobility 
and gentry is often neat and elegant, and I have 
been in private houses quite as comfortable as
any in England ; and generally, perhaps, things 
are gradually more and more arranged on the 
plan of English cleanliness and simplicity. But 
I speak of the inns and houses we meet with in 
travelling. To many of these inconveniences, 
however, one soon becomes accustomed ; others 
are avoided in the better lodgings and inns ; the 
rest you submit to from dire necessity. The 
freedom of the manners of the people, and their 
notions of equality with you, at first seem dis­
gusting, but afterwards are so connected with 
simplicity, that you forgive it. I have also 
found that the Catholics are willing enough to 
receive our religious tracts ; and when I talk 
with them, admit what I say on the foundations 
of Christianity*. Y ou may judge from this in­
terminable letter at so late an hour that I am 
not over-fatigued with my journey. Adieu.
* As we were changing horses at a village on our way 
to Boulogne, Oct. 29, the carriage was, in three minutes, 
literally surrounded with villagers, who had heard we had 
tracts. At least thirty or forty of the separate homilies in 
French, of the Prayer-Book and Homily Society, are now 
diligently read, as I trust, by these poor people. Some of 
them asked Mrs. W . if  the tracts were good for Catholics :
Paris, Hotel de Bristol, Place Vendôme, half- 
past two, Saturday, about 2772 miles from Lon­
don by my route*.—Through God’s goodness we 
are safe at Paris. W e arrived here at half­
past one o’clock. We left Fontainebleau a 
little before eight, and performed the journey 
of forty miles in less than six hours. The day 
has been rather wet ; but as we approached 
Paris it cleared up, and we had a fine view of 
that noble city as we drove through it. W e 
are at the Place Vendôme, an airy situation 
close to the gardens of the Thuilleries. W e 
found our dear boys, and my brother who is 
here, quite well. My son will bring this letter 
with him, which will most probably close this 
series of Journal-like epistles.
D. W.
she replied they were particularly suited for them. The 
scene was really quite affecting. I  forget the name of the 
village. It was not far from Paris. The swiftness with 
which the news of our having tracts spread from the per­
sons to whom we first gave them was surprising.
* The direct route from London to Paris is about 300 
miles.
Brighton, Sussex, April 14, 1824.
MY DEAREST SISTER,
I a t  length begin the letter which you 
were so anxious I should have written to you 
from Paris. I  was so hurried during my stay 
in that city, that it was impossible for me to 
do it ; and, indeed, I may perhaps attempt it 
with greater advantage now, because the in­
terval of a few months will enable me to add 
some general reflections upon my tour on the 
continent, and to supply a fact or two which 
I omitted to inform you of at the proper 
moment.
O f Paris I need not say much ; every one 
knows something of the splendor of its public 
buildings, and of its various attractions, in point 
of art and taste, to travellers of every descrip­
tion. I was, however, chiefly interested by its 
moral and religious state. Let me therefore first
observe that I was gratified and even affected, 
at attending the committees of the Bible 
Society, when I  thought of the revolutionary 
horrors which had taken place in the streets of 
that city thirty years before, and the daring 
efforts of the conspirators against Christianity, 
under Voltaire and D'Alembert, during the 
preceding century. I  need scarcely tell you, in 
the next place, what pleasure I  derived from 
becoming acquainted with such persons as the 
Baron de Sacy, almost the last of the di­
stinguished Jansenist body, and the most ac­
complished oriental sçholar in Europe ; and 
the Count de Hauterive of the Foreign De­
partment, whose knowledge of political eco­
nomy is so justly esteemed ; he was an élève 
of the Duc de Choiseul, and seemed to know 
the history of our own country better than I 
knew it myself. I was struck with the warmth 
with which he condemned our conduct to­
wards the Irish Catholics. I was also intro­
duced to the amiable ex-Bishop Grégoire, 
a truly liberal Catholic, and devoted to the 
cause of religion and humanity; as well as to 
the Marquis de Jaucourt, a Protestant noble,
and President of the Paris Bible Society ; the 
Baron de Staël I was so unfortunate as not to 
find in Paris. I  had the pleasure, however, of 
meeting him several times in London upon my 
return home.—I do not mention my old friends, 
Professors Keiffer, Stapffer, &c.
Translation o f Scott.—I must not omit also 
to tell you, that I spent a large part of my 
time in arranging the translation of Scott’s 
Comment. I found a competent and pious 
minister, to whom I promised aid for preparing 
an accurate text of the gospel itself, verifying 
the references, revising the translation for the 
last time, correcting the proofs, and carrying St. 
Matthew through the press. I formed also a 
committee for settling terms with the printer, 
drawing up a prospectus, and inspecting the 
due circulation of the work. I found that I 
should be obliged to advance all the expenses 
for printing St. Matthew ; and it was agreed 
upon, to send round this Gospel pretty freely 
to the chief Protestant ministers of the con­
tinent, gratis, with the terms of subscription 
for the continuance of the work ; and to be
guided by the success of such subscriptions, as 
to the further translation of the Comment or 
not. Since my return home, the revision and 
preparation for the press have been unre­
mittingly carried on, and the conditions with 
the printer and paper-maker nearly settled. 
Some months must, however, elapse before the 
Gospel can be published. A literary under­
taking of such importance is continually im­
peded by unexpected difficulties. In the mean 
time, the preparation of St. Mark is consider­
ably advanced at Geneva. The translation 
of Milner’s History is, I hope, going on at 
Brussels.—I forwarded a copy of the original 
work immediately upon my retqrn home. I 
consider this undertaking only second in im­
portance to that of Scott.
French Protestant preachers.—You will not 
be surprised, when I mention in the next place, 
that I  was grieved to find only one public service*
* May I not add, that, considering the numerous 
English who are resident in Paris, it would be becoming 
the wealth and piety of our nation to build an English 
church there ? There are several French churches in 
London.
on the Sunday at Paris, for a population of  
nearly 30,000 Protestants. But this is not all : 
in the sermons I heard, I wanted more o f the 
sound, orthodox scriptural divinity of C la u d e ,  
the author o f the Treatise on the Composition of  
a Sermon, and o f the Defence of the Reforma­
tion, and the antagonist o f Bossuet at the 
celebrated conference in 1682 ;— more o f the 
force and vigorous address o f Dubosc, in his 
able and most evangelical work on the Epistle 
to the Ephesians—of whom Louis XIV. said, 
that he was the first speaker in France—and 
more of the piety and unction o f D r e l in -  
c o u rt, whose book against the fear of death is 
in almost every one’s hands. I must say, how­
ever, in fairness, that the discourses at the 
Protestant church were incomparably superior 
to a most florid and unsatisfactory charity ser­
mon which I heard on a week-day from the 
king’s almoner, at the chapel o f a benevolent 
asylum for aged and destitute persons of  
family. I  never shall forget the scene that 
day : nearly all the French court was present. 
The Duchesses of Angoûlême and Berry, the
Pope’s Legate, the Archbishop of Paris, the 
public ministers of state, among whom I par­
ticularly noticed M. Chateaubriand ; ladies of 
quality without end, two of whom, splendidly 
attired, received the collection, as we went out, 
in velvet bags. But the sermon—the only idea 
I will quote from it is, “ Charity makes those 
who exercise it as Gods /”
D eaf and Dumb.—I cannot quit the subject of 
Paris without adding that I took all the pains I 
was able, to be present at a lesson at the late 
Abbé Sicard’s institution for the deaf and 
dumb. I was unsuccessful. I can, however, fully 
make up for this disappointment, by the kind 
communication of an excellent friend who visited 
it only the year before, and from whose notes 
taken at the time, I select the following. 
There are about eighty children. They are 
taught gradually to associate with the objects 
of sight, certain signs by drawing and writing. 
The quickness and acuteness of the children 
are so surprising, that their ideas on most sub­
jects soon become accurate and clear. The 
following is the prayer used before lesson :
“ O come, most Holy Spirit, and cause a ray 
of thy light to shine upon us ! Come, father 
of the poor, come, source of grace ! Come, 
light of the soul ! O God, who hast taught 
the hearts of thy faithful people by the light 
of thy Holy Spirit, grant us that Holy Spirit, 
which may dispose us to choose and love 
what is right, and may shed abroad in us its 
consolation, through Jesus Christ our Lord, 
amen.”
The prayer after lesson is equally beautiful. 
“ O Lord, we entreat Thee to inspire all our 
actions by thy Holy Spirit, and to conduct 
them by the continual assistance of thy grace : 
so that all our prayers and all our works 
may proceed from Thee as their author, and 
refer to Thee as their only end, through Jesus 
Christ our Lord, amen.”
The children rise slowly and gradually from 
the simplest to the more abstract and complex 
ideas, as their age and abilities permit ; and are 
divided into several classes accordingly. At the 
lesson at which my friend was present, a gentle­
man wished to ask one of the upper classes, what
love was ? The master told him first to make 
the sign for interrogation, by holding up the 
fore-finger, and then to press his hand strongly 
upon his heart. This was understood, and 
several boys wrote the word love. On being 
told to define it, one wrote, (for they neither 
speak nor hear, as you will take care to bear in 
mind) “ Love is a sentiment of the mind, by 
which we incline to what appears to us good, 
useful, beautiful ; it is the approbation of some 
object that pleases us.” Another wrote, “ There 
arc many sorts of love ; first, the love of God, 
which is the highest of all; then the love of 
men, the love of friends.’'1 They were asked 
the difference between expectation, hope, de­
sire, and enjoyment. A lad about fifteen 
wrote, “ Expectation is like the branches of 
the apple-tree ; desire is like the leaves ; hope 
is like the blossom ; and enjoyment is like the 
fruit1’ They were asked, what is time ? One 
replied, “ A succession of moments, a point of 
eternity, a measure of eternity.'” W hat is eter­
nity ? “ A  day without morning or evening,
a mysterious duration which finite beings can
neither define nor comprehend.” Is speech the 
gift of God or the invention of men? “ Speech, 
that is, the language of men, is the gift of God ; 
but that of the deaf and dumb is only a human 
invention.” Whose existence comprehends all 
time ? Massieu, an elderly man, who has been 
twenty years in the institution, and is lately gone 
to conduct a school at Bordeaux*, wrote in 
answer, “ God ; God is the creator of the earth 
and of heaven, and of all that they contain ; He 
is the Lord of all things, the Author of nature, 
the Governor of the universe.” Who is Christ ? 
“ I t  is He who is the new Adam; He was 
made man by a miracle, for our salvation ; He 
is the bruiser of the serpent’s head, the re­
pairer of the human race, and He knows even 
our most secret thoughts.” What is faith ? 
“ Faith is a supernatural light, leading the
* T his extraordinary man, when he was asked at 
another lesson, whether God reasons ? wrote in reply, 
“  Reasoning is a process in order to find out truth ; but 
God knows all truth ; therefore, I  should think God 
does not reason.” The same person defined gratitude 
to be the memory of the heart ; hope, the fire of love ; 
and difficulty, possibility with obstacle.
soul to believe what it may not fully compre­
hend.” W hat is conscience ? “ It is the voice
of truth.” Have all men power to do their 
duty? “  Yes, with grace and good habits.” 
Is man more inclined to good than evil ? 
“ Man needs the grace of God to keep him 
from evil ; by evil passions men deprive them­
selves of the grace of God ; passions are above 
human power.” From whence comes grace ? 
“ In my opinion, it flows from the infinite and 
unmeasurable goodness of a merciful God.” 
May all men have grace ? “ Yes, by means of
frequent prayer.” Was a revelation necessary 
to man ? “ Yes, I believe it was, and it con­
tains all that is necessary to salvation.” The 
present master is M. Paulmier, who takes a 
parental interest in the children. He had been 
chief assistant to the Abbé Sicard for ninèteen 
years. The boys are taught some art, trade, 
or learned profession, as their genius or choice 
seem to direct. There is a class who copy 
busts, draw heads, &c. ; and another where 
boxes and measuring rules, &c. are made. 
They all appeared as happy as they were
intelligent. Really humanity and religion 
triumph at such a benevolent institution. One 
may almost exclaim, in a qualified sense, con­
sidering God as the first author of every such 
blessing, “ He hath done all things well ; he 
maketh both the deaf to hear and the dumb 
to speak.” It is most painful to add, that the 
Bishop of Hermopolis, lately placed at the 
head of education in France, is said to be 
disturbing even this incomparable school, and 
that M. Paulmier is removed, or about to be 
removed, from his situation.
I have found far more to say concerning 
Paris than I expected; but I must quit the 
subject, that I may proceed to make some 
general reflections on my long and interesting 
journey.
Perhaps the strongest impression, upon the 
whole, which has been left upon my mind, is of 
the unfathomable wisdom of God in his pro­
vidential government of the affairs of men ; of 
his exuberant goodness in the frame and order 
of the creation; and of his inscrutable judg~ 
ments in the infliction of great and overwhelm-
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ing calamities. These truths strike one less 
forcibly at home ; but they revive in their full 
energy in foreign lands, where all is new, 
and curiosity never slumbers. In  passing 
through different regions and observing their 
widely varying habits, usages, laws, constitu­
tions, governments, and religious advantages; 
and in retracing the chief changes and re­
volutions which in different ages have marked 
the history of each country, with the conse­
quences of remote and at first trifling causes, 
the wonderful deliverances afforded in times of 
danger, and the present political, moral, and 
religious state, in which so many events have 
ended, the mind is led to adore that mysterious 
Providence, which, unseen, guides and directs 
all the events of this lower world, and overrules 
even the passions of men to accomplish its 
own purposes; our contracted views become 
insensibly enlarged, and we acquire a firmer 
faith in the unfailing goodness of God towards 
those who fear him. And surely, these feel­
ings are aided by the contemplation of the 
sublime and grand features of the Divine
majesty which we trace in His works of crea­
tion—the profuse bounty scattered at every 
footstep—the loveliness, united with sublimity 
and grandeur, in the particular scenes which 
occur—the variety and beauty, the sim­
plicity and magnificence, which continually 
burst upon us. I can truly say, the chief 
natural wonders in our tour along the Rhine 
and through Switzerland have scarcely ever 
been absent from my mind since I witnessed 
them. Nor are the traces of God’s W r a t h  less 
awakening. I think I never was more affected 
than in hearing the tragic story of Goldau and 
the Dranse—in riding over the remains of 
whole villages, and reflecting that under„the 
very feet of my mule lay the bodies of my 
fellow-creatures crushed by an instantaneous 
ruin. A still more awful destruction oc­
curred near the Grisons about two centuries 
ago. The town of Piuri or Pleurs, two or 
three miles from Chavennes, was totally over­
whelmed in 1618. On the 4ch September of 
that year, an inhabitant came in haste and 
told the people to escape without delay, for
he had seen the adjoining Alp cleaving asunder. 
His warning, for some reason which does not 
appear, was neglected. The same evening, an 
immense fragment of the mountain fell in a 
moment, and buried the whole town, so that 
not a soul escaped except three persons who 
were absent, and the individual who had given 
the alarm ; even the daughter of this last 
person, returning for an instant to lock up 
the door of a cabinet, was buried with the 
rest. Two thousand four hundred and thirty 
persons perished, and the channel of the river 
was so filled, that the first tidings the inhabits 
ants of Chavennes received of the calamity 
was by the failing of their river. I  mention this 
case the rather, because the town was given 
up to voluptuousness and vice—filled with 
mansions and palaces,—the favourite summer 
resort of the most wealthy persons in Italy. 
The Protestant minister there had often 
warned the people of the terrible consequences 
of their sins, and of the judgment of God 
which he believed would suddenly break out 
upon them. Similar, though less extensive,
calamities have been perpetually occurring in 
Switzerland ever since, and add exceedingly to 
the impression which a stranger receives from 
a journey through that wonderful country. He 
will be cautious indeed of presuming to in­
terpret the Divine judgments in particular in­
stances: but he will not fail to derive from 
them the solemn instruction inculcated by our 
Saviour ; “ Think ye that those eighteen
on whom the tower in Siloam fell and slew 
them, were sinners above all men that dwelt 
at Jerusalem? I tell you, Nay: but except 
ye repent, ye shall all likewise perish." Luke 
xiii. 4, 5.
I pass on to make a second reflection on 
the lamentable, though opposite, evils of super­
stition and indifference, which met us every 
where on our tour. It quite astonished me, 
in passing through the Netherlands, to witness 
for the first time the multiplied and unscrip- 
tural pomp and idolatry of the church of Rome. 
One would think it incredible, that men pro­
fessing to believe in the New Testament should 
venture to impose such burdens, or that the
people should submit to them *. I t  is more­
over very observable, that where Popery is 
now reviving in its influence, after the French 
revolutionary struggles or the iron laws of 
Bonaparte, it returns with all its folly about it. 
I t is not learning a lesson of wisdom, and si­
lently following its Pascals and Fénélons, and 
dropping some of its grosser corruptions ; but 
re-assumes all its arts, its impositions, its ce­
remonies, its incense, its processions, its pil­
grimages, its image-worship, its exclusive claims, 
its domination over the conscience, its oppo­
sition to the Scriptures, its hatred of educa-
* One of the most fearful instances of Papal policy to 
stop the reformation and bind people in the iron chains 
of superstition, occurred in Switzerland at the time when 
Zuingle and the other reformers were rapidly awakening 
and persuading the minds of the free and generous 
inhabitants of the different cantons. Those which 
remained Popish passed laws, that it should be capital 
to any to change their religion ; and that, on a set day in 
every year, they should all go to mass, and the masters 
of families swear to continue true to the state, and firm 
in their religion to their lives end. Thus they punished 
those who fell into what they called heresy with death 
and confiscation of goods, on the pretence of its being a 
violation of the faith thus solemnly sworn.
tion : and this in the full face of day, and in 
the nineteenth century, and with infidelity 
watching for objections to our common Chris­
tianity. And what is the general moral effect 
of this system ? I t  neither sanctifies nor saves. 
A depth of vice, glossed over with outward 
forms of decency, eats as doth a canker. Vo­
luptuousness, impurity, dishonesty, cunning, 
hypocrisy, every vice prevails, just as Popery 
has the more complete sway. The dreadful 
profanation of the Sabbath has by prescription 
become fixed. All the holy ends of it are 
forgotten, unknown, obliterated. I t  is the ha­
bitual season of unrestrained pleasure. I  speak 
generally; for there are doubtless multitudes 
of individual Catholics, who serve God in sin­
cerity and truth; and who, disregarding the 
accumulations heaped on the foundation of the 
faith, build on Jesus Christ and him crucified. 
There is one class of persons in Catholic coun­
tries, which I compassionate from my heart. 
They are not sunk in superstition, nor have they 
imbibed the piety of true disciples of Christ ; 
but having been educated during the revolution,
have acquired a general boldness and liberality 
of sentiment ; see through much of the mum-: 
mery of Popery ; detect the spirit and aims of 
a worldly-minded priesthood ; are disgusted at 
the revival of the Jesuits, the opposition to the 
Bible Society,, the resistance to education^ the 
disturbance and removal of the most pious and 
worthy masters and professors, the persecution 
of the Protestants, &c. And yet they are not 
in earnest enough about religion to take a 
decided part ; the objections of Infidels dwell 
upon their minds—the fear of reproach pre­
vents their quitting the Roman communion— 
there is nothing in the Protestantism they are 
acquainted with, to show them a more excellent 
way. Thus they glide down the fatal stream 
with' others, dissatisfied and yet unconverted! 
These are persons to be won by the friendly 
conversations of true Christians, to be invited 
to read suitable books on the evidences and 
nature of true Christianity, and to be en­
couraged to seek, and to follow, and obey 
thè truth. But I turn to the Protestantism 
which we have met with in our tour; and
alas, I see deism, infidelity, indifference, a se­
cret contempt of religion, too widely prevailing 
even here. I observe a cold celebration of a few 
great festivals : but the Sabbath desecrated— 
holiness of life too little exemplified—the prin­
ciples of grace, from which only it can spring, 
forgotten—the reformation, with its glorious 
truths, corrupted and obscured. I see persecu­
tion itself, the most odious part of Popery, trans­
planted to Protestant bodies, and an open defec­
tion from the Gospel avowed in the city which 
was once the praise of the churches *. Thank 
God, things are in many places greatly im­
proving both amongst Catholics and Protest­
ants ; and the opened Bible, the spirit of free
* The tendency of dominant churches to impose on 
the consciences of others has appeared even amongst the 
most pious and orthodox. About ISO years since, this 
very church of Geneva united with those o f Bern and 
Zurich, in condemning all who held the universal extent 
of our Lord's death ; with whom they strangely joined 
those who impugned the power and authority of the 
Hebrew vowel points ! I  need not say, that the paramount 
authority of these vowel points has long been given up 
by every scholar ; and that the doctrine of Christ having 
given “  him self a ransom for all” is now generally ad­
mitted as an undoubted verity of the New Testament.
inquiry after truth, the power of conscience, 
the intercourse of different Protestant states, 
the operations of various religious societies, the 
judgments of God which have been abroad in 
the earth, and, above all, the divine mercy 
visiting and subduing the heart, have pro­
duced a wonderful change. And in some 
quarters the purity of the Gospel has flourished 
without interruption or decay. But taking a 
view of the present state of the Continent gene­
rally, in its two great families of Catholics and 
Protestants, the Christian traveller cannot but 
be affected even to depression with the pre­
vailing degeneracy.
But let me turn to a more pleasing topic, and 
one that may cheer the heart with the prospect of 
the revival of religion. For who raised up the re­
formers in the sixteenth century? Were they 
not men o f“ like passions with ourselves ?” Can-
Such is the folly o f excess in religious legislation, to say 
nothing of the revulsion— the danger of opening the 
door to such rcglemens as that of 1817. Lord Clarendon 
says, “  he had observed in his progress through life, that 
of all classes o f men, the clergy took the worst measure 
of human affairs."
not a similar race of men be again formed by 
the mercy of God now? Nay, are there not 
reasonable hopes that such wilj be the case ? 
For a visit to the Continent leads the traveller 
over those scenes where the Reformers began 
their blessed labours. And this is the third ob­
servation to which I  hasten. Nothing afforded 
me, I think, such unmixed pleasure, as en­
tering the very towns, visiting the houses, and 
reading the letters of those great and able men. 
1 did not penetrate far enough into Germany 
to see Eisenach, Wittemberg, or Worms, where 
the magnanimous Luther met his papal anta­
gonists ; but I was at Geneva, where Beza, 
after the death of Luther and Calvin, so ad­
mirably led the reformation. It was he who 
conducted the discussions of Poissy in 1561, 
where in the presence of the king of France 
(Charles IX.), the king of Navarre (afterwards 
Henry IV.), the Cardinal of Lorraine, and the 
French court, he almost effected the reception 
of the reformed doctrines in that vast king­
dom. The invaluable MS. of the Gospel 
which bears his name, (Codex Bezæ) was his
gift to the University of Cambridge. He died 
in 1605, aged 86. I was also at Strasburg, 
where Martin Bucer, for twenty-six years, was 
a model of evangelical holiness. It was he, 
whom our great Cranmer, in 1549, brought 
over with Fagius, and fixed in the University 
of Cambridge, where he read lectures with in­
finite applause, on St. John’s Gospel. He died 
in 1551, and was buried with the utmost re­
spect, in the University Church, ithe Vice 
Chancellor and the members of all the colleges 
attending. I saw also at Basle, the cathedral, 
and school, and library, where Œcolampa- 
dius, from 1515 to his death in 1531, laboured 
in establishing, with equal acuteness and mo­
deration, the reformed doctrines. He was 
joined with Erasmus in composing the anno­
tations on the New Testament, which so much 
aided the infant cause of truth. His real 
name I know not, but he was called CEco- 
lampadius, 6 the lamp of the house,’ because 
he was a burning and a shining light in the 
Temple of the Lord. I ' visited likewise 
the abode of Bullinger, who, after the death
of Zuingle, was for above forty years at the 
head of the churches at Zurich*. I walked in 
the streets, I saw the churches, I entered the 
college, I was in the very house, I  saw the 
hand-writing of this blessed man, who, in 1538, 
received with affectionate hospitality some 
noble Englishmen, and wrote, at their request, 
to our Henry V III., in support of the perfec­
tion and authority of the Scriptures; and in 
1554, in the reign of the atrocious Queen Mary, 
welcomed Jewel, afterwards Bishop of Salis­
bury, Sandys, afterwards Archbishop of York, 
and others; gave them lodgings in the Cathe­
dral-Close, and when Elizabeth ascended the 
throne, continued a constant correspondence
* Bishop Burnet mentions that he saw at Zurich a 
Latin MS. of the N ew  Testament o f the ninth century, 
in which a preface of St. Jerome prefixed to the Catholic 
Epistles, stated that “  he had been more exact in that 
translation, that he might discover the fraud of the Arians, 
who had struck out that passage (viz. 1 John v. 7 and 8,) 
concerning the Trinity." I f  this be correct, it much 
confirms the arguments in favour of the authenticity o f  
the passage. Surely Jerome, who was bom in A. D. 331, 
and lived nearly a century, must be a competent witness 
to such a  f a c t '.
with them till his death, in 1575. Few mea­
sures in our English Reformation were taken 
without his advice.
Now my mind is deeply penetrated with the 
conviction that the best hope of a general revival 
ofreligion isby studying and imitatingsuchbright 
examples. Men like these, wise, holy, zealous, 
devoted to God, raised above a spirit of party 
in religion, purified from petty passions, sepa­
rated from the politics of this world, thoroughly 
grounded in the doctrine of Holy Scripture, 
and working by genuine humility and lowliness, 
rather than by heat and obstinacy—men, above 
all, animated with the ardent love of “ Christ and 
him crucified”—such persons would soon be the 
means of restoring decayed religion in the 
Popish and Protestant churches. To produce 
such men, the silent circulation of the Bible 
seems the first step. There is nothing I do 
not expect ultimately, by this means. O f all 
inventions the noble idea of giving throughout 
the world the inspired Volume of Revelation 
appears to me the most happy, the most pure, 
and the most important. It is like the works
of nature, simple, but efficacious. Wherever it 
meets with minds like those of Leander Van 
Ess or the Pastor Henhöfer, it works its way 
with irresistible might ; or wherever the grace 
of God makes it the means of creating such 
minds, its effects are not less powerful. Now 
it is impossible to say in how many hearts that 
process is actually going on, how many latent 
Luthers, Melancthons, Calvins, Zuingles, Bu- 
cers, Œcolampadiuses, and Bullingers, are now 
preparing by a painful study of the Bible for 
future usefulness.
The example of those Protestant Churches 
which have the widest influence may all have 
a great effect, under the blessing of God, to 
produce and help forward such characters. 
This is my fifth remark. Let us endeavour to 
advance the age of true Christian charity. I 
entreat my countrymen, the ministers of religion, 
to cultivate both at home and in their visits to the 
Continent, the spirit of forbearance, wisdom, mo­
deration, and love, which marked the Reformers. 
Our books are read abroad, our sentiments
have a considerable influence. O let the law 
of Christian kindness be apparent in all we 
write and teach. We have had in the Church 
the ages of s u p e r s t i t i o n —thirteen centuries 
have witnessed the fatal effects of this on true 
religion. W e have seen, since the revival of 
letters, our ages of d a r i n g  i n q u i r y , human 
reasoning, controversy; and we have tasted 
the still more bitter fruits which they have pro­
duced. Surely at length it is time for the age 
of C h a r i t y ,  the love of God and man, to 
begin ; love which receives and uses, to their 
proper end, all the great mysteries of redemp­
tion ; which dwells on every doctrine and duty 
in a holy, practical manner ; which assimilates 
every thing to its own pure and heavenly tem­
per; which conforms us to the divine image, 
and unites us to God himself.
But I must not dwell on these topics. I  just 
mention a further reflection which frequently 
occurred to me on my journey—the importance 
of every Christian traveller, whether minister or 
not, cordially cooperating in this great work.
Let not the beauties of nature withdraw his 
mind from the duties, unostentatious but im­
portant, which he may connect so easily, so 
agreeably with them. Let not the hurry of 
his movements, the novelty of his circum­
stances, the imperfection of his knowledge of 
the Continental tongues, the infirmity of his 
health *, deter him from attempting a little.
» I would here offer a remark or two to invalids. I 
found in my own instance, that whilst I was moving 
gently from place to place, my health, which had been 
undermined by a long series of over-exertion, was sensibly 
improved. The fine air, the changes of scene, the free­
dom from ordinary cares and duties, the conversation of 
my family, the curiosity awakened at every turn, my 
inquiries wherever I came into the moral and re­
ligious state of the different towns and countries, 
my interviews with pious ministers and professors, 
especially the mountain tours, all contributed, under 
God’s blessing, to my recovery. W hen I arrived at 
Lyon in September, after a journey of three months 
and about two thousand five hundred miles, I was not 
like the same person as when I quitted England. The  
over-hurry of the few last weeks of my tour was the 
first thing that injured me, so far as I can judge. I  tra­
velled, in consequence of my son’s illness, too rapidly to 
Geneva the last time. Again, when I arrived at Paris, I 
was not enough on my guard. I saw too many friends,
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Such labour for the good of souls elevates and 
sanctifies a tour for health or instruction. A
and attended too many societies. The hours also were 
late, compared with what I had been accustomed to. 
The consequence was, that when I arrived in England, 
and returned to my usual clerical duties, I soon found 
m yself indisposed. The extremely wet weather on my 
first arrival added to my complaints ; and in three weeks 
I was totally laid by, with all the indisposition, in an 
aggravated form, from which I had suffered before I 
entered upon my tour. I mention my own case thus at 
length as a caution ,to others. I would especially recom­
mend them to avoid hurry towards the close of their 
journey, to return at a season when the weather is likely 
to be fine, to watch over the first effects of the change of 
climate and food, and to resume laborious and anxious 
duties slowly and gradually. T his subject leads me to 
suggest to pious travellers to take with them some tracts 
suitable to the sick and dying. So many English become 
ill abroad, that many a tour begun in vanity, may end, 
under God’s blessing, in seriousness and piety, by the 
aid of a striking tract, or a copy of the New Testament. 
It is possible even that the last solemn scenes of life may 
be cheered by the doctrine of repentance and remission 
of sins in the name of Christ, thus conveyed. I should 
perhaps add, that we found great difficulty in having our 
English prescriptions made up abroad. I explained to 
a druggist at Spa a very simple one, which he assured 
me he understood, adding that he had continually made 
up similar ones. The medicine, however, was so dif­
ferent from what we had been used to, that I could not 
venture to let Mrs. W . take it.
conversation with a peasant on the road; a 
visit to a poor or sick family, the giving a suit­
able tract or a New Testament, the encou­
raging the more candid and pious clergy, a 
word dropped at a table d’hôte, the assisting 
of Bible and Missionary Societies, the conse­
cration of the Sabbath, the daily devotions of 
the family and closet, are duties neither difficult 
nor rare. Examples continually occur of the good 
thus produced. A gentleman of Scotland, al­
most unacquainted withFrench,came to Geneva, 
about seven years since, and in a few months, 
by simply dwelling on the authority and mani­
fest truths of the New Testament, was the 
means of awakening a whole circle of young 
students, and imbuing their minds with its 
evangelical doctrine. An American merchant, 
settled sometime since at Paris, became the 
centre of really most extensive good by kind­
ness, piety, liberality, fearlessness, simplicity of 
heart; though he knew French very imper­
fectly. The multitude of tracts he gave away 
was incredible. Again, an English lady at
s 2
Lausanne was the means of inconceivable good, 
by occupying every moment of a pretty long 
residence in aiding the cause of her God and 
Saviour, in every way consistent with the mo­
desty and humility of her sex.
Another lady was at Montanvert on the way to 
the Mer de Glace a few years since. She wrote 
in her guide’s book the usual attestation to his 
attention and skill ; and then added, “ Vous 
m’avez souvent dit, Appuyez sur moi, suivez 
mes pas, et ne craignez rien. C’est ce que je 
vous dis touchant notre véritable Guide et 
Sauveur Jesus Christ. Appuyez-vous sur lui, 
suivez ses pas, et ne craignez rien. Il vous 
conduira en sûreté dans le chemin encore plus 
difficile de la vie éternelle.” This advice grati­
fied the man beyond conception ; and several 
years after it was written, he showed it with 
undiminished pleasure to a visitor, who co­
pied it out, and furnished me with a tran­
script.
Once more, one of my friends at Rome 
showed a passage in the New Testament to an
Italian gentleman—it was a consolatory chapter 
under afflictions—he was struck even to ad­
miration, and entreated the loan of the sacred 
book; adding, that his own Bible was in 
thirty-eight volumes, so that he could scarcely 
find the text amidst the overwhelming notes.
But in all these attempts to do good, charity 
must reign. Benevolence is an universal lan- - 
guage. Those who may not at first understand 
your sentiments, can feel and appreciate your 
kindness. All airs of superiority must be 
avoided, all boasting of England’s liberty, 
riches, power, &c., all intermeddling in poli­
tics, all controversy about different churches—
I had almost said about different doctrines— 
Love must be the key to open the heart— 
Christian love, which delights in truths common 
to all churches, and interesting to every soul of 
man, and which knows how to make large 
allowances for dulness, prejudices of education, 
early habits, and slow obedience to truth. I f  
any should doubt the obligation of our thus 
carrying our religion wherever we travel, let
him learn it from the word of God, which 
demands the dedication of all we have, and 
under all circumstances, to his service *.
But gratitude to God for the blessings 
which we enjoy in England, is a further 
general sentiment powerfully awakened by 
a foreign tour. , Never was I so impressed 
with thankfulness to God for the moral, 
religious, free, prosperous, happy state of 
my own country, as when I had the oppor­
tunity of comparing it with that of the nations 
of the continent. At home murmurs, objections,
* I need only quote one or two passages from the 
New Testament to recai this point to the mind of the 
pious reader.
“  Whatsoever ye do in word or deed, do all in the 
name of the Lord Jesus."— Col. iii. 17.
“  W hether therefore ye cat or drink, or whatsoever ye 
do, do all to the glory of God."— 1 Cor. x. 31.
" As we have therefore opportunity let us do good unto 
all men, and especially to them that are of the household 
of faith.”— Gal. vi. 10.
“  For ye are not your own, but ye are bought with a 
price ; wherefore glorify God in your bodies and in your 
spirits, which are God’s."— I Cor. vi. 19 and 20.
difficulties, are sometimes heard and propa­
gated. Men are restless and discontented. 
But let any one travel abroad, and he 
must be ungrateful indeed if his complaints 
are not changed into admiration. I am far 
from denying the occasional errors of our 
rulers, or the human imperfections inherent 
in our legislature and laws. I  am still further 
from denying, that in our moral and religious 
conduct, as a nation, there is much of indi­
vidual evil to deplore. I would be the last to 
dissemble the many sins amongst us which pro­
voke the anger of God, and which are the 
more criminal in proportion to our knowledge 
and ample means of instruction—the luxury, 
the pride, the sad mixture of infidelity and 
contempt of the Gospel, the departure of 
some of our clergy from the reformed doc­
trines, our divisions and party-spirit on every 
question, our neglect of adequate means 
of education to our poor, our encourage­
ment of the sale of pernicious liquors amongst 
them, our licentious and blasphemous press, 
the scandalous disorder of our public places
of amusement, our Sunday newspapers, Sun­
day dissipation and Sunday travelling, our 
oppression of the innocent African slave 
in our West India Islands—these and other 
public evils no one is more sensible of than 
myself. Still, thank God, England is on 
the whole as superior to other lands in the 
practice of morals, as in the extent and 
success of her commerce and her arms. 
Especially the religious freedom of our be­
loved country ought to excite our warmest 
gratitude to the Giver of all good. Consider 
only the sufferings of the Protestants of France 
the century before last, after the revocation of 
the edict of Nantes—tens, yea hundreds of 
thousands of fugitives escaping with the loss 
of every thing to England, Holland, and Swit­
zerland,—so that in the small town of Lau­
sanne only, in the year 1685, there were 2000 
of the laity and more than 200 ministers, whom 
some even of the Catholic cantons joined the 
Protestantin succouring. But these exiles were 
happy compared with their brethren who were 
detained in their own country. The cruelties
of the dragonnades of Louis XIV. were so 
much beyond all the common measures of 
persecution, that Bishop Burnet, who witnessed 
them in his travels, declares there never was 
such a violation of all that is sacred, either 
with relation to God or man; But why should 
1 speak of times that are past, in order to 
awaken our thankfulness to God for the state 
of things in England ? Consider the present 
situation of the churches in the Valleys of 
Piedmont—18 or 19,000 of the most humble, 
industrious, hospitable, kindhearted, simple, 
obedient, and pious persons of Christendom 
under the iron yoke of oppression. Who does 
not know the history of these churches of the 
Waldenses or Vaudois, probably founded by 
the Apostle Paul, certainly the primitive Chris­
tians of the West, as the Syrian Christians are 
of the East ? Who has not read, almost with 
tears, the heart-rending story of the cruelties 
they endured from the Papal See during the 
dark ages * ? The truth is, that when Chris-
* In the fourteenth century 80,000 were martyred in 
Bohemia only. I add here a single trait of their deep
tianity was almost lost under the Roman Ca­
tholic corruptions, it remained in all its purity 
amongst these beloved people, who had spread 
themselves before the sixteenth century, from 
the borders of Spain, throughout the south of 
France, amongst and below the Alps, along the 
Rhine on both sides of its course, even to Bo­
hemia. They reached also to Bulgaria, Croatia, 
Dalmatia, and Hungary ; communicated their 
doctrine as far as England, and in Italy stretched 
down to Calabria. They numbered, about the 
year 1530, above 800,000 souls. It was at the 
accursed revocation of the edict of Nantes, 
in 1685, that Louis XIV. engaged the court 
of Turin to attempt their utter extermination 
from the Valleys of Piedmont. The Vaudois
piety, as an example not unsuitable to ourselves. 
It is recorded by an enemy. Before they go to meat, 
the elder amongst the company says, “ God, who 
blessed the five barley-loaves and two fishes before 
his disciples in the wilderness, bless this table and 
that which is set upon it, in the name of the Father, 
the Son, and the Holy Ghost.” And after meat he 
says, “ The God which has given us bodily food, grant 
us his spiritual life ; and may God be with us, and we 
always with Him !”
fled their country in bodies of five or six 
hundred, some to the Palatinate, others to 
Brandenburg, others to different parts of 
Switzerland, desiring only a little bread at dif­
ferent towns to carry them on their way. A 
few years afterwards, a band of 900 under 
one of their ministers, reconquered their na­
tive valleys; and from this handful of Chris­
tian heroes, the present Vaudois sprung. 
From the year of their return in 1689, till they 
became the subjects of France in 1800, they en­
dured with all long-suffering, the cruel op­
pressions of the Sardinian government. Bona­
parte first granted them religious liberty. This 
was his policy every where. He placed all his 
subjects on the same footing. At Paris he 
granted the Protestants the use of three of the 
Catholic churches ; two of which they occupy 
still. So in the other cities of France, Rouen, &c. 
Will it be believed, that when the late Victor 
Emmanuel reascended the throne of Sardinia 
in 1814, his first measure was to re-enact all 
the persecuting edicts against this unoffending 
people. They are now again compelled to
desist from work on Catholic festivals, for­
bidden to exercise the profession of physician 
or surgeon, prohibited from purchasing land, 
required to take off their hats when the host 
is carried about, denied a printing press, 
and were refused for several years the 
liberty of building an hospital for their sick ; 
whilst their public schools, in which the Bible 
was taught, were put down, and their children 
often stolen from them in order to be educated 
in Popery. In the mean time, the support of 
their ministers, which was chiefly derived from 
England, has of late very much failed; and the 
royal bounty, begun by queen Mary, has been 
withheld sincc the year 1797. But not only 
do the circumstances of these churches demand 
our gratitude to God, who has made us in 
England so much to differ ; but they call for a 
proof of that thankfulness in our aid towards 
our suffering brethren. I found as I passed 
through Brussels, an excellent Christian friend, 
who spent five months amongst them a year 
or two since, and who revisited them last 
summer in company with a pious and ami­
able clergyman, who had been there about 
ten years ago. The inquiries of these friends 
will probably soon be laid before the British 
public, and their benevolent assistance solicited 
—an appeal, which, I am sure, cannot be made 
in vain*. I t  seems to me, that the returns 
which the continental sovereigns have in too 
many instances made for the restoration of 
peace, by persecution, cruelty, injustice, ty­
ranny, opposition to light and knowledge, 
must assuredly be most displeasing to the 
Almighty. I was exceedingly grieved to be 
unable to visit myself these devoted and per­
secuted Vaudois. At one point of our ex­
cursion to Turin, we were within twenty-four 
miles of their valleys, but other indispensable 
duties and the injunctions as to my health, 
made it impracticable for me to devote the 
time and attention which such a visit would 
have demanded.
* Already has £120 been collected amongst the En­
glish at Rome, after a sermon by the Rev. Lewis Way. 
Something has also been begun by friends in Eng­
land.
I mention as my eighth and last general re­
flection upon my journey, the duty of exciting 
ourselves and others, at home and abroad, to 
fervent and persevering prayer for the effusion 
of the grace of the Holy Spirit on the Uni­
versal Church. The experience of every 
thoughtful tourist confirms that of the servants 
of God in all ages, that man can do nothing of 
himself ; the torrent of human corruption rolls 
too wide and too strong for his puny arm to 
stop its course. After all the means we can 
use, superstition and infidelity, in other words, 
“ the minding of the flesh,’’ will carry away 
all the petty boundaries which can be reared 
against them. God has the key of the human 
heart. Jesus Christ was “ manifested to de­
stroy the works of the Devil.11 The Divine 
Spirit is “ the Lord and Giver of Life.” W hat 
we want is a larger gift of the influences of 
grace. I speak not of the miraculous powers 
of the Spirit of God ; these ceased by the close 
of the third century. W e renounce all pre­
tensions to them. I speak not of dreams or
visions, or sensible influxes, or direct inspira­
tions, or new and extraordinary revelations. All 
this we utterly disclaim. I  speak of the or­
dinary, secret, sanctifying work of God the 
Spirit, in illuminating, converting, and con­
soling fallen man ; that work which unlocks the 
understanding, which liberates the will, which 
purifies the affections, which unites the whole 
soul to Christ in faith, love, and obedience. The 
gifts of this blessed agent have been bestowed 
from time to time in a peculiar manner on the 
Church. Such a period was that of St. Au­
gustine in the fifth century, to whose con­
version I  have already referred. Again, under 
Peter Waldo, in the twelfth century, a con­
siderable light burst forth, and the Waldenses 
were planted throughout Europe. The era of 
grace and truth returned at the glorious re­
formation. Gradually weakened and obscured 
by human darkness since, it is again needed 
as much as ever in the present day. Nay 
may I not say it has commenced ? Are there 
not blessed indications that the grace of the 
Spirit is revisiting the churches ? Does not
the revival of the doctrines of St. Austin and 
of the reformation, or rather of the B i b l e , mark 
this? Does not the present general acknow­
ledgment of the doctrine of the Holy Ghost, 
and the wide circulation of t h a t  b o o k  which 
He inspired and never fails to bless, indi­
cate it? Do not the increasing number of 
awakened and converted clergymen in every 
communion, the diffusion of religious feeling and 
interest in the higher ranks of society in our 
own country, the rise and astonishing progress 
of our religious institutions, mark this ? Espe­
cially, does not the blessed temper of love and 
charity which is so much prevailing, denote 
it? Do not the favour and aid afforded to 
pious efforts by our own and other govern­
ments, the eagerness of mankind to welcome 
the benefits we offer them, the men raised up 
suited for various difficult duties, the translation 
of the Scriptures into all the languages of the 
earth, the dispersion of missionaries amongst the 
heathen and Mohammedan nations, betoken 
this ? Does not the surprising success of the 
Bible Society in Europe generally, and of the
various missionary bodies in their particular 
labours in Western Africa, in the South Seas, 
in the East and West Indies, and in Caffraria, 
lead to the same conclusion ? I t is true, there 
is much remaining to be done—we overrate, 
perhaps, the comparative amount of what is 
performed. But is there not enough con­
fessedly accomplished, to assure us that a new 
æra of grace has begun, and to encourage us 
to fervent prayer for that larger effusion of the 
Holy Spirit which can effect every thing we 
yet desire ? Already has the attention of most 
of the Protestant churches been called to this 
momentous subject. In many parts of England, 
Ireland, Germany, Switzerland, America, trea­
tises have been widely circulated, courses of 
sermons preached, and meetings for prayer in­
stituted, to excite attention to the importance 
of this great blessing. Were it once granted, 
it would include every other. And surely the 
position of the spiritual Church, especially in 
England, in parts of Germany, and in America ; 
the feverish state of many of the nations of the 
continent ; the open commotions in Greece and
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Spain and the Southern Americas ; the rapid 
diffusion of literature and of religious know­
ledge over the world ; the general strain of 
divine prophecy, the spirit of inquiry excited 
among the Jews, and the impenetrable obsti­
nacy and corruption of the Eastern and West­
ern Apostacies, as connected with the near 
flowing out of the three prophetic synclironical 
periods of 1260 years, may lead us to “ lift up 
our heads because our redemption draweth 
nigh But to leave this general view of the 
subject, I observe that prayer for the Holy 
Ghost would, at all events, sanctify our labours, 
our families, our children, our own hearts. It 
would thus make us a blessing wherever we 
travelled. I know not that any reflection was 
more frequently excited in my mind during my 
tour than this, of the necessity of prayer for
* The three great events of the fall of Papal Anti­
christ, the overthrow of the Mohammedan imposture, 
and the conversion and return of the houses of Israel and 
Judah, are considered by all Protestant expositors— 
Joseph Mede, Sir Isaac Newton, Bishops Newton, Hurd, 
and Horsley, Mr. Scott, Mr. Faber, &c.—as approaching, 
yea, a s  a t  t h e  d o o r s .
divine grace. What I could do was little ; but 
where I  could not help by my efforts, I could 
pray. Many painful scenes of superstition or 
infidelity, I could only lament over—God could 
bring the remedy. The divine doctrines which 
I  wished in vain to hear from Christian pulpits 
I could not supply—the Holy Spirit could im­
plant them in the heart of every minister. The 
moral chains of thousands and tens of thou­
sands I could not break—the blessed Spirit 
could dissolve them by his power. The mise­
ries and sufferings and persecutions which I 
saw around me, I could not alleviate—the Holy 
Ghost could effectually heal them. Prayer, 
therefore, for God’s Spirit, is the duty, the in­
terest, the happiness of every Christian, both at 
home and abroad. I f  Englishmen travel in 
this temper, the more intercourse they have 
with the continent the better ; they will benefit 
all whom they visit—a fragrance, so to speak, 
yea, " the savour of the knowledge of Christ” 
will be diffused around them, and incalculable 
good be communicated and received. In any 
other temper than that of prayer, let no one
venture on a ground which must be to him 
sown with dangers and temptations. He will 
injure instead of assisting both himself and 
others. The prejudices against the Protestant 
doctrine and evangelical truth, which the ill 
conduct of Englishmen abroad have implanted 
or confirmed, are deplorable. And perhaps I 
cannot conclude this series of letters more suit­
ably, than by saying that, if the Christian needs 
the support of prayer and the grace of the 
Blessed Spirit at home, where he is surrounded 
with pious friends, aided by habit, and stimu­
lated to his duty by abundant means of grace ; 
much more will he require this assistance abroad, 
where, his usual safeguards being removed and 
numberless distractions and snares presenting 
themselves, he will often find that his only 
effectual means of safety are the solitude of his 
Closet, meditation of Holy Scripture, and prayer 
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A.
Abelard, 233.
Aigue-belle, village of, 143.
Alps, seen from Mer de Glace, 57 ; Swiss, 109. 
Ambrose, St., life of, 115; cathedral, 128.
Ambrosian library, 129.
Amphitheatre, at M ilan, 129 ; remains of at Lyon, 166.
Antoninus, Emperor, 167-
Apennines, seen from Milan Cathedral, 113.
Aqueduct, Roman, 168.
Arnott, Rev. S., death of, 170.
Arona, town of, 105.
Arve, valley of, 44.
Avenches, ancient Aventinum, 10.
Augustus, arch of, 139.
Austin, St., conversion of, 118; letters, 198.
Auxerre, city of, 227 ; cathedral, ibid.
B.
Baths, remains of Roman, 130.
Bartholomew, St., statue of, 113.
Baveno, village of, 104.
Beds, in Pays Bas, 12.
Beggars, multitudes of in France, 233.
Bern, Oberland tour of, 7 ; arms, 8 ; founder, ibid.
Bernard, Grand St., Hospice at, 76 ; founded, ibid. ; dogs, 77, 
84 ; lives saved by, ibid. ; temperature, 78, 82 ; monks, 78 ; 
supper at, 8 0 ; provost, ibid. ; Bonaparté passes by, 81 ; 
efforts to defraud, 82 ; chapel, 83 ; breakfast at, 84 ; H an­
nibal and Julius Cæsar passed Alps of, 85 ; incident at, 90; 
prayers, 91.
Bernard, St., 232.
Bertha, Queen, 1 1.
Beza, 257.
Bible, unknown at Martigny, 72.
Blanc, Mont, 42 ; view of, 47, 48 ; calamity in ascent of in 
1820, 51 ; ascent of by a single Englishman, 62.
Blosset, Sir Henry, 4 1.
Bonaparté passes Grand St. Bernard, 80 ; makes Simplon road, 
9 6 ; carries on Milan Cathedral, 112; his amphitheatre at 
Milan, 129; his triumphal arch, 130; compared with A u ­
gustus, 139 ; improves Mount Cenis road, 153 ; received as 
deliverer at Lyon, 169 ; his abdication, 230 ; his plan of 
Madrid, ibid. ; his character, 237 ; gives liberty to Vaudois, 
273.
Bonaparté, Joseph, 42.
Bonneville, villlage of, 43.
Borromeo, statue of, 105; Sunday schools, 123; tomb, 113; 
life, 145.
Borromean Isles, 104.
Bossons, glacier of, 50.
Bossuet, house where born, 223 ; character, 224.
Brieg, town of, 96.
Bucer, Martin, 258.
Bullinger, 259.
Burgundy, Duke of, 9 ; palace, 222.
C.
Calvin, John, character, 17 ; last will, 31 ; cathedral where he 
preached, 197; letters, 198.
Calvinism, opinion of in England, 18.
Cascenia, town of, 109.
Catechising, at Milan, 123.
Catholic lady, conversation with, 215.
Catholic peasants receiving tracts, 235.
Catholics, a class of fluctuating, dissatisfied, 254.
Cenis, Mount, passage of, 139, 153.
Cevennes, the, minister of, 203.
Chamberry, Alp of, 45 ; town of, 144, 151 ; pious peasant of, 
172.
Chamouny, valley of, 4 9 ; village of, 5 1 ; Mer de Glace, 56 ;
mules and guides, 57, 63.
Charity, the age of, 261, 26*7.
Chède, lake of, 47 ; cascade near, ibid,
Claudius, Emperor, speech of, 164.
Cluse, valley of, 45.
Coppet, village of, 20.
Couvercle, Mount of, on Mer de Glace, 52.
D.
Deaf and dumb, Abbé Sicard’s institution for, 242 ; prayers, 
243 ; answers to questions, 244 ; Massieu, 245.
Dijon, city of, 220; cathedral, 221 ; miraculous image of Virgin, 
ibid. ; palace of, 222 ; Protestants confounded with Jews, 
ibid. ; house where Bossuet born, 223.
Discontent in Italy, 141.
Doctrine, danger of too high, 193.
Dogs muzzled, 9.
Dole, town of, 215 ; Roman antiquities of, ibid.
Domo d'Osola, town of, 100.
Dragonnades, by Louis X IV ., against Protestants, 203, 270.
Dranse, deluge of in 1818, 65 ; passage over desolations of, 73.
E.
Egyptian grapes, 104.
England, opinion of abroad, 190 ; jealousy of, 195.
English, a church for the, wanted in Paris, 240.
F.
Farell, letters of, 198.
Femey, Voltaire’s house at, 27, 187 î church at, ibid.
Fontainebleau, chateau of, 229 ; room where Bonaparte abdicated, 
230 ; plan of Madrid at, ibid.
Forclaz, mountain of, 64.
Frangins, château of, 42.
French, manners of the, 233 ; Protestants, persecution of, at 
revocation of edict of Nantes, 270.
G.
Gemmingen, Baron, conversion of, 94.
Geneva, lake of, 1 9 ; city of, 2 2 ; bridge of, 2 6 ; decline in re­
ligion at, 41 ; attempt on, 46 ; arrival at, 184 ; Catholics 
at, 189 ; Professor of, 191 ; sermon of removed Regent of, 
193; views from, 196 ; cathedral, 197 ; library, ibid. ; 
Savans of, 198 ; Sunday at, 201 ; preachers, 202 ; règle­
ment of, 205 ; ministers of, change duties, 217 ; pious in­
dividuals at, 218 ; anecdote of Scotch gentleman at, 265.
Gibbon, M r., 159.
Girard, Père, 41.
Gospel, preaching of, the way to union, 199.
Gratitude for blessings of England, 268.
Guides at Chamouny, superior men, 63.
H.
Hamburgh, French minister of, 191.
IIenilüfür, Pastor, conversion of, 93.
Holy Spirit, duty of united prayer for grace of, 276 ; periods of 
his influence, 277 ; marks of it in present day, 278.
I. J.
Inquiry, daring, age of, 262.
Invalids, advice to, 263.
Joigny, town of, 228 ; Cardinal Gondi, 229.
Ireland, 183.
Irenée, St., subterraneous church of, 167.
Irenæus, St., 167.
Italy, entrance of on Simplon road, 100; fallen, 102; tempera­




Lanslebourg, village of, 138.
Lausanne, town of, 13 ; voituriers at, 14; lake of, ibid. ; lodg­
ings at, 15 ; fine situation of, ibid. ; panorama of, 16 ; 
Sunday at, 2 8 ; persecution at, 30 ; arrêté of, 3 3 ; cathe­
dral, 40 ; family near to, ibid. ; Professor of, 188 ; Bible 
Society of, 191 ; good done by English lady at, 265. 
L ’Ecluse, fort of, 186.
Louis X IV ., his dragonnades, 203, 370.
Love, age of Christian, 261.
Luther, Martin, 257.
Lyddes, village of, 75 ; pious paper at, ibid.
Lyon, city of, 153 ; Sunday at, 154 ; Protestant sermon, 155 ; 
Catholic sermon, 157; physician, 158; Fourviere, 161; 
Nôtre Dame, 162; revolutionary horrors, 163; prosperity, 
ibid. ; Hotel de Ville, 164; Palais des Arts, ibid. ; speech
of Emperor Claudius, ibid. ; St. Irenée, 166; Roman am­
phitheatre, 167; cimetière, 169 ; arsenal, ibid.; second 
Sunday at, 171 ; martyrs of, 167, 173, &c. ; Peter Waldo, 
of, 177 ; profanation of sabbath, at, 179 ; Bible Society, 
ibid. ; library, 180; l ’Hôtel Dieu, 181 ; Hospice de la Cha­
rité, 182; foundlings, ibid. ; immoral practices, 183 ; sick 
English family, 184; departure from, 185.
M.
Mail, from Lyon to Geneva, 185.
Martigny, town of, 66 ; Sunday at, 67 ; sermon of prior at, 68.
Martin, St., village of, 44.
Martyrs of Lyon, 166.
Massieu, extraordinary replies of, at deaf and dumb school, 245.
Means of doing good abroad, 273.
Mer de Glace, 54, 5 5 ; Alps,'seen from, 57, 61 ; couvercle of, 
5*2, 61 ; jardin of, 61 ; glaciers, 62.
Michel, St., village of, 143.
Milan, ancient Mediolanum, 111; Cathedral of white marble, 
112; Sunday at, 122 ; Sunday schools, 123 ; worship of 
Virgin Mary, 124 ; Mint, 131 ; dress of women, ibid.
Milner’s Church History commended, 121 ; cited, 167, 168 ; to 
be translated, 192.
Milton, portrait of, 27.
Missionaries, losses of, 24.
Montanvert, mountain of, on way to Mer de Glace, 52 ; anecdote 
of lady at, 266.
Morat, lake of, 9 ; battle of, ibid. ; monument at, 10.
Moudon, town of, 11.
N.
Nantes, revocation of Edict of, 270-
Neckar, M., 20.
Netherlands, King of, appoints ministers, 194.
Newton, Sir Isaac, 27, 196.
Nyon, town of, 19, 214.
O.
Octodurum, ancient, now M ardgny, 74.
Orsieres, village of, 73.
P.
Palaces in Italy, 105.
Palestine, Italy  like to, 103.
Paris, arrival at, 236 ; Bible Society, 238 ; distinguished persons, 
ibid. ; Protestant preachers, 240 ; Catholic, 241 ; Institute 
for deaf and dumb, 242; good done by American gentleman 
at, 265.
Passports, 107.
Payenne, village of, 10.
Persa], on Simplon road, 97.
Perte du Rhone, 186.
Pisse-Vache, fall of, 74.
Pleurs, destruction of in 1618, 249.
Ploughing, manner of in Savoy, 110.
Po, course of, 134.
Poligny, town of, 214.
Polycarp, 167.
Pope, death of the, 25.
Popery, sketch of, 69, 7 0 ; and Paganism alike, 126; its gross 
and carnal abuse of spiritual religion, 215 ; reviving un­
changed, 252 ; effects of, 253.
Posting in Italy, 142.
Pothinus, St., 167. »
Prohibited books, 219.
Providence of God, reflections on, 242.
Protestants, persecution of, 270, 272.
Protestantism sunk into indifference, 255.
Punch exhibited at Milan on Sunday, 125.
R.
Reformers, our obligations to, 129 ; scenes of their labours, 257 ;
imitation of, 260.
Rhone, at Geneva, 21 ; Perte of, 186.
Righi, storm at, 8, 14.
Roguery of Italian waiter, 110.
Rome, anecdote of a friend at, 266.
Rosa, Mount, 109.
S.
Sabbath, profanation of at Milan, 126.
Satigny, minister of, 192.
Savans, Genevese, 198.
Savoy, duchy of, 43.
Scott, translation of, on St. Matthew, 17, 25, 26, 39, 43, 184, 
191, 192, 195, 239.
Sens, town of, 232.
Servoz, village of, 46.
Sesto Calende, town of, 108.
Severus, Emperor, 167.
Saint Laurent, 214.
Sicard, late Abbé’s, institution for deaf and dumb, 242.
Simplon, road of, extraordinary, 96, &c.
Sion, town of, 87 ; no bookseller at, ibid.
Sta'el, Madame de, 20.
Staël, Baron de, 20 ; kindness and benevolence, Hid. ; forms 
Bible Society at Ferney, 189.
Statue, colossal, of Borromeo, 105.
Steam vessel, 23.
Superstition, evils of, 251 ; age of, 262.
Susa, Augustus’ arch at, 139.
Switzerland, central, model of, 196 ; patriotic spirit in, 218. 
Swollen necks, 45.
T .
Tête Noire, mountain of, 59.
Ticino, or Tessin, course of, 134.
Translation of Scott ; see Scott.
Trient, village of, 58.
Turin, population of, 134; described, 135, &c.; holy napkin at, 
136; university, ibid. ; palace, 137; museum, il)id.
V.
Valais, the view of, 64 ; description of, 88, 89.
Vaudois, present sufferings of, 271 ; expulsion from valleys, 272 ;
return, 273 ; visit of friends to, 274; need of aid, 275. 
Viret, 197; letters, 198.
Virgin Mary, worship of, 71.
Voltaire, house of, at Femey, 187; church built by, ibid. ; cha­
racter of writings, ibid. ; influence, 199.
W .
Waggons, curious, 225.
W aldo, Peter, of Lyon, 177.
Washing, manner of on continent, 141.
W ittenbach, M ., 8.
Women in Italy, 107.
THE END.
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